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CHAPTER I. 

THE COUNTRY AND THE MAN. 

On a lovely spring morning, in 1829, a man about 
fifty years of age was riding along a mountainous road 
which leads to a large village in the neighborhood of 
La Grande Cbarti'euse. This village is the market-town 
of a populous district enclosed within the circumference 
of a long valley. A torrent, with a rocky bed often 
dry, but filled at that season by the melted snows, 
waters this valley, whose heights command on either 
side the peaks of Dauphine and the Savoie. 

Though all the landscapes nestling within the chain 
of the two Mauriennes have a family likeness, the region 
through which the stranger was riding oflered to the 
eye a diversity of ground and a changefulness of light 
and shadow which may be sought in vain elsewhere. 
At times the valley, widening suddenly, gave to view 
an irregular carpet of verdure, which constant irriga- 
tion, due to the mountains, kept ever fresh and tender 
to the eye. Sometimes a saw-mill showed its humble 
buildings picturesquely placed, its supply of fir-trees 
stripped of bark, its watercourse turned from the moun- 
tain torrent and led through trouglis hollowed squarely 
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in great wooden logs, from whose crericea a filmy thread 
of water was escaping. Here and there, cottages sur- 
rounded by gardens filled with fruit-trees, then in 
flower, wakened the ideas which industrious poverty 
inspires. Farther on, houses with red roofs, made ot 
flat tiles with rounded edges like the scales of a fish, 
told of the ease which comes of patient labor. Above 
each door hung a basket, in which the cheeses were put 
to drj'. The hedges everywhere were bright with grape- 
vines, twined, as in Italy, among dwarf elms whose 
foliage serves as fodder for tbe cattle. By a caprice of 
nature, the hills approach each other so closely in some 
places that tliere is no longer any room for mills, or 
fields, or cottages. Separated only by the torrent, 
which darts onward in cascades, the graoite walls rise 
a hundred feet on either side, clothed with dark firs and 
lieeches. Erect, fantastically colored with tufts of raosH, 
and diverse in foliage, these trees form magniflccDt col- 
onnades, edged above and below the roadway with 
irregular hedges of arbutus, viburnum, box, and sweet- 
brier. The fragrance of these shrubs blends with the 
penetrating odors of the young shoots of larches, pop- 
lars, and the resinous pine, and with the wilder, more 
subtile, and mysterious perfumes of a mountainous re- 
gion, embodying, as it were, the deepest and sweetest 
eecrets of nature, and breathing aromatic airs which 
stimulate old memories, as scents are wont to do. A 
few clouds floated among the rocks, veiling and unveil- 
ing the grizzled summits of the mountains, often as 
vaporous as the clouds themselves whose downy flakes 
they seemed to tear. Every instant the landscape 
changed its aspect, and the sky its light ; the mountains 
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changed their oolora, the slopes their shadows, and the 
vales their shape, InDumerable vistas opened, which 
unlooked-for accidents — a ray of sunlight athwart the 
trunks of trees, an opening glade, a tangled brake — 
made delicious to the eye in the hush of silence, in tlie 
season of the year wheu all ia young and the stm kindles 
a pure heaveo. It was indeed a land of beauty ; it was 
France ! 

The traveller — a man of tall stature — was dressed 
wholly in blue cloth, as carefully brushed as the glossy 
hide of the horse on whicli ho sat erect and firm as an 
old cavalry officer. If his black cravat, his doeskin gloves, 
the pistols protruding from his holsters, and the port- 
manteau securely fastened to the crupperof his saddle 
had not proclaimed liim a soldier, his bronzed face, pit- 
ted with the small-pox, and its regular features stamped 
with evident inaoucM-nce, his decided manner, the as- 
surance of his glance, the carriage of his head, would 
all have betrayed the regimental haljits of which a sol- 
dier never divests himself, even after his retuvii to do- 
mestic life. Other men might have marvelled at the 
various beauties of this alpine nature, so smiling as it 
nestles Id the upland vallej's of France ; but this ofHeor, 
who had doubtless traversed many lands with the French 
armies of tlie imperial wars, enjoyed the landscape 
without apparent surprise at its manifold changes ; for 
astonishment is an emotion whic^h Napoleon seems to 
have eradicated IVora the minds of bis soldiers. The 
composure of a man's face is a sure sign by which an 
observer may recognize the men who were formerly 
enrolled under the ephemeral, but imperishable, eagles 
of the great em^Kror, 
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Tlie traveller was, in fact, one of those officers, now 
few in number, whom the Lulleta spared, though he 
served on all the battlefields commanded by Napoleon. 
There was nothing estraoi'dinary about hia life. He 
I hud fought well and loyaUy in the ranks, doing his 
i duty by night as by day, under the eye of his comman- 
der or away from him ; never giving an unnecesanry 
sabre-thrust, and incapable of giving one too nianj'. 
The rosette of an officer of tlie Legion of honor, which 
he wore in his button-hole, came to him after the battle 
of the Moskowa, when he was chosen by the unanimous 
Toiee of his regiment as the one who, on that great day, 
proved most worthy to receive it. Belonging as he did 
to the limited number of men who are seemingly reserved 
and cold, timid in self-assertion and content within them- 
selves, — men whose spirit is humiliated at the very 
thought of soliciting a favor, of whatever nature it may 
be, — his promotions had come to him only through the 
slow process of seniority. Made a siib-lieutenant in 
1802, he was, despite his gray mustache, only in com- 
mand of a squadron iu 1829; and yet his life was so 
pure that no man in the anny, not even the general, 
approached him without an involuntary feeling of re- 
spect, - — an uncontested advantage, which his superiors 
inaj' have been unwilling to forgive. On the other hand, 
and by way of compensation as it were, the common 
soldiers were devoted to him with a feeling tike that of 
children fawards a good mother, for to them he was 
both indulgent and severe. Once a soldier in the ranks 
like themselves, ho knew all their miserable joys and 
their joyous miseries ; the pardonable and the punish- 
able delinquencies of men whom he always called his 
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" chililren," and allowed, during a campaign, to forage 
for fodder and provisions on thti middle-class inliabilanls 
>f a country. 

Ah to his private history, it wa§ wrapped in impene- 
trable mystery. Like all soldiers of his epocii, he had 
seen the worM only through tlie smoke of cannon, or 
in the brief intervals of i>eafe, so rare in the European 
struggles which the emperor maintained. Had he ever 
thought of marriage? The question remained unan- 
swered. Though no one doubted that the command- 
ant' Genestas had had his love-atfairs as be passed 
from gaiTison to garrison and from country to country, 
or shared in the fetes given and received by the regi- 
ments, still no one bad anj' actual knowledge of them. 
Without prudery, never declining any jorial amusement, 
never antagonistic to military morals, he either held liis 
tongue or answered with a laugh, if questioned on the 
subject of his amours. To the woi-ds, " And yon. cap- 
tain, how is it with you?" addressed to him by some 
officer flushed with wine, he would answer, " Gentlemen, 
another glass ! " 

A sort of Bayard without assumption. Monsieur PieiTC 
I Joseph Genestas had nothing poetical or romantic about 
I him ; in fact he appeared commonplace. His dress wan 
I that of a man comfortably well off Though he had 
I nothing but his pay, and his pens on was all he had to 
look to in the future, nevertlielees like the ol 1 wolves 
irce to whom ill-luck tea bcs an experience 
' -which turns to obstinacy, the ca\alry oaptiin always 
I kept two years' pay ahead of him, and ne-ver spent tlie 
I whole of his salary. He was so little of a gambler tliat 

111 to ibe captain nf a "qnoilivm of liorse. 
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! looked another way when a hand was wanted at 
Irhist or an additional stake at eearti. But though he 
allowed himself no nnusual expenses, he was not back- 
irard in those that were customary. His uniforms lasted 
longer than those of any officer in the regiment, by 

iason of the care which bis limited means had early 

id him to bestow upon them, — a habit which had now 

e mechanical. He might have been snspected of 

ivarice were it not for the admirable diaiuterestednesa, 

the fraternal readiness, with which he opened his purse 

) some thoughtless young fellow ruined by cards or 
by other follies. It seemed as though he must himself 
met with heavy losses at play, for he showed such 
Sellcacy in assisting others. He claimed no right to con- 
trol the actions of his debtors, and never spoke of their 
Indebtedness, Child of the regiment, alone in the world, 
he made the army his nation and the squadron his 
.femily. Consequently, i>eople seldom asked the reason 
of his modest economies ; on the contrary, they were 
;g1ad to suppose he was making a provision of comfort 
for his old age. He was now on the eve of becoming a. 
lieutenant-colonel of cavalry, and it might be prei 
that his ambition looked to a future retirement to counl 
:try life, with the epaulets and emoluments of a colonel.' 
If the younger officers talked of Genestas after mom- 

ig drill, they classed him with the men who begin life 

y obtaining prizes at college for good conduct and con- 
tinue for the rest of their days precise, upright, without 
, useful and colorless as white bread ; but older 
Rnd graver men judged very differentlj-. Often a glance, 

1 expression as full of meaning as the speech of 
savage, escaped the man and revealed the storms of 
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aonl within him. To those who studied him, his calm 
brow showed the power of sileocing his passions and 
driving them back into the depths of his heart, — a power 
dearly won through experience of danger and the nn- 
foreseen disasters of war. The son of a peer of France, 
who had lately joined the regiment, said one day 
apropos of Genestas, that he might have been " tha 
most conscientious of priests, or the most honest of 
grocers — " 

" — and tho least fawning of marquises!" he re- 
marked, eyeing the young dandy, who did not think 
tis commander overheard him. 

All present burst into a laugh ; for the father of the 
yonng man was known as the flatterer of atl tho powers 
that be, — an elastic man, who rebounded over the heads 
of revolutions ; and the son took after him. 

The French armies could show other such characters, 
grand when the occasion offered, simple and unpretend- 
ing when it iiad passed, indifferent to glory, forgetful of 
danger ; indeed, more such men were met with than the 
defects of human nature might allow us to suppose. 
Nevertheless, we should be strangely mistaken if we be- 
lievfMi that Genestas was perfect. Suspicious, given to 
violent spirts of anger, aggravating in discussion, deter- 
mined to be thought right when he was obviously in the 
wrong, he was full of national prejudices. Throughout 
hia military life he had bad a fondness for good wine. 
Though he always left the dinner-table with the due 
decorum of his rank, he was serious and meditative, 
and never, at such times, admitted any one to his secret 
Though he knew the ways of the world 
.Dd the laws of politcueas tolerably well, a species of 
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anny regulation which he observed with t 
of a martinet; though he poaeesaed both natural and 
acquired eeuse; and undei'Btood tactics, drill, the prin- 
ciples of fencing on horeebatrlc, and all the Becrets 
of veterinary art, hia education in other I'especta was 
prodigiously negleeted. He knew, though Le knew it 
vaguely, that Ctesar was either a consnl or a Roman 
emperor, Alexander a Greek or a Macedonian ; he 
would have allowed j'ou to say either without contradic- 
tion. Consequently, when the cod vers ation became 
biBtorieal or scientific he gi'ew silent, and limited hia 
participation in it to little nods of comprehension, Uke 
those of a sage who has altaiued to pyrrhonism. When 
Napoleon wrote fi'om Scbambrunn, May 13, ISOH, the 
fantous bulletin addressed to the Grand Army, miBtress 
of Vienna, declaring that "like Medea, the Austrian 
princes had strangled their own children," Genestas, 
lately appointed captain, was nnwdling to compromise 
the dignity of hia new rank by asking who Medea was ; 
he relied upon the genius of Napoleon, confident thnt 
the emperor would only mention official matters to the 
Grand Army and the house of Austria, and concluded 
that Medea was some Austrian archduchess of ei]tiivo- 
cal behavior. Nevertheless, as the topic might concern 
military discipline, he felt uneasy about the Medea of 
the bulletin ; so that when Mademoiselle Raucourt pro- 
duced Medea on the stage, the captain, having read the 
announcement, repaired to the Thefitre Fmmjais to see 
the celebrated actress in that mythological character, — 
afl to which he made sundry inquiries of hia neighbor. 
A man who. in the ranks, had had tlie enei'gy to team 
how to read, write, and cipher, was surely capable of 
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uutlerstanding that n captain of cavalry must bave an 
ediicatioD, Accord iDglj, from the date of bis promo- 
tion, he read with much ardor all tbe novels and ciirreut 
books of the day ; which provided bim with a certain 
amount of knowledge on wbicb be contrived to malie a 
fair appearance. Out of gratitude to these teachers, lie 
went so far as to defend I'igauit-Lebrun, declaring tJi.it 
he found him instructive and often profound. 

This officer, whose acquired prndence never allowed 
him to make a useless expedition, bad just left Grenoble 
and was on bis way towards La Grande Chartreuse, 
after obtaining from bis colonel a leave of absence for 
eight days. lie was not intending to make a long trip ; 
but, misled from mile to mile by the ignorant directions 
of the peasants whom he questioned by the way, he be- 
gan to think it prudent not to ride farther without forti- 
fying his stomach. Though there was little chance of 
finding any housewife at home, at a season when all 
were at work in the fields, he nevertheless stopped be- 
fore some cottages clustered round an open space, which 
formed an irregular square open to all comers, Tbe soil 
of this family teiTitory was bard and well-swept, though 
cut up here and there by manure-pits. Rose-bushes, 
ivy, and tall shrulie climbed tbe cracks and crevices of 
the walls. A straggling currant-bush grew at the en- 
trance to the square, on which some tattered clothing 
was huug to dry. The first inhabitant encountered by 
Genestas was a pig, wallowing in a. heap of straw, wlio, 
hearing the tramp of a boi-ae, raised his head, grunted, 
and put to flight a large black cat. 

A young peasant girl, carrying on her head a bundle 
of herbs, suddenly appeared, followed at a distance by 
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four little brats, all in rags, but bold and noiay, brown 
and bandsome, with daring eyes, — regular devils, who 
bad litlle of the angel about them. The sun sparkied, 
and gave I know not what ol' purity to the air, to the 
cottages, to the manure-pita, to the toualed heads of 
the children. The soldier asked if be could have a glass 
of milk. For all answer the girl uttered a hoarae crj\_ 
An elderly woman appeared on the threshold of acot- 
tage-door, and the young girl, after pointing to her, 
disappeared into a stable. Geocstas rodo towards the 
woman, carefully guiding his borse lest it should injure 
the children, wbo were now running about ita legs, lie 
renewed bis request, which the woman refused to grant ; 
she could not skim the cream, she said, which was meant 
for butter. The officer met the objection by offering 
to pay for the loss. He fastened his borae to the door- 
post and entered the cottage. The four children, who 
belonged to the woman, eeemed all of one age, — a cir- 
cumstance which struck tbe captain as curious. A fiftli, 
clinging to her skirts, was feeble, pale, and sickly, and 
— needing, doubtless, all her care — seemed the best 
beloved, the Benjamin of tbe family. 

Genestas sat down in a corner of the old chimney- 
place, where there was no fire; a colored plaster-cast 
of the Virgin holding tbe infant Jesus in her arms was 
on tbe mantel-sbelf, — sublime emblem ! The soil itself 
made the floor of the house ; the surface, long since 
ti-odden down, though clean, was now roughened like the 
rind of an orange on a large scale. Within the fire- 
place bung a wooden shoe filled with salt, a gridiron, 
and a large kettle. The farther end of the room was 
completely filled by a four-post bedstead, witb a seal- 
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iped vallance. Here and there wore three-le^ed stools, 

made by driving three sticks into a mere bit of beech- 

[■board. A wooiien locker that held tbe bread ; a large 

'Voodec ladlu for dipping up water; some eartbrn ware 

I'tiDwls. and a pail to hold the mill< ; a spinning- wheel 

latanding on the locker; Bome osier baskets for the 

tbeesG hanging against the blackcnud walls ; a worin- 

iten door with an open iron grating, — such were the 

lecfirations and fui-niture of this humble dwelling. Hei-e, 

■tiien, is the first scene of a drama in which the offioer, 

ho was idly tapping the floor with his riding-whip and 

ttle suspecting the presence of any di'ama, was about 

■to assist as a spectator. 

When the old woman, followed by the sickly liltle 
Benjamin, disappeared throiigh a door which opened 
into her dairy, the four children, having sutflciontly ex- 
amined tlie officer, proceeded to rid themselves of their 
companion, the pig. That animal, with whom they wore 
in the habit of playing, ha<l followed tJiera to the sill. of 
the door. The little monkej-s rushed at him so vigor- 
ously, applying such characteristic slaps, that he was 
Jbrced to beat a speedy retreat. The enemy routed, 
le children next attacked a door, whose latch jielded 
their efforts and broke away from the woi-n-out sta- 
ple which held it ; then they darted into a sort of fruit- 
room, where the captain, amused at the scene, saw them 
devouring dried plums. The old woman with the piivch- 
iinent face and the ragged clothing returned ut tiiis 
~ lOment, bringing a jng of milk for her guest. 
Ah ! the little scamps 1 " she saiil, 
lie followed the children, caught each of them hy 
arm, aud Qujig them all back into the first room, 
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-without, however, taking-the plums fh)m them; tlien 
Bhe carefully fastened llie door of her receptacle of 
plenty, 

" There, there, uiy dnrlings, be good. If I did n't 
keep an eye on them, they would eat the whole heap, 
the rogues I " she said, looliing at Genestas. Then she 
seated herself ou a stool, took tho sick child between 
her knees, and began, with womanly dexterity and ma- 
ternal care, to comb iia head, wliieh was covered wilh 
fl skin disease. The four little robbers remained quite 
still, some standing up, otliere hanging to tlie bed or 
against the locker, all dirty and sniffling, but Bound 
and healthy, munohing their pnmea without a woixl, 
and gazing at the new-eoiaer with mischievous and 
mocking eyes. 

■'Are they j-our children?" inquired the soldier. 

" No, monsienr ; they are foundlings from the hospi- 
tal," said the woman. " I get three francs a month and 
aponnd of soap for each of them." ^M 

" But, my good woman, they must cost yon tn'ice ^H 
much." ^1 

"That is what Monsienr Benassis tells us. But if 
others take the children at that price, we must. too. It 
is n't every one who can get them ; indeed, we have got 
to go through a deal o' ceremony, as you might say. 
Suppose we do give them our milk for nothing. It 
does n't cost ns anytliiiig. Besides, monsienr, three 
francs, — why, "it's quite a sura, — that's fiUcen franca 
a month, not counting five [lounds of soap; and in 
these valleys we've got to wear our souls out to earn 
ten sons a dny." ^_ 

" Do you own your land ? " asked the captain. ^H 
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"No, monBtenr, I liad some at the time my iDiin 
(h1 ; but eince Ills death I have been eo poor 1 bud 
SL-U it." 

" saiil GeneBtae, "bow can you keep fVei 
di^bt at the eiiil of the year, ami bring up, feed, : 
viaah for cliildren at two sous a day?" 

** Well, monsieur," she answered, " I don't get roi 
to the Saint Sylvester witlmiit dehts. But it t-an't 

I helped, and the good God lends a hand. I 'vc 
|DWB. My daiigliter and I glean in Iiarveet-time, in v 
Kr wc gather wood, and fit night we spin. It woidd i^ 
lo, though, to have another such wiulcr as the liisl 
I owe aevenly-flve francs to the miller for flour. 
BTi he ia Monsieur Benassia's miller. Ah ! Monsioi 
penassis, lie 'a tbe poor folks's fdend ! He hii 
wrung his dues from any one, no matter who, and 1 
won't begin witb me. Besidta, our cow has got a 
^ a nd that will help along a bit." 

^^H The four oiphans, for whom all hnman protection 
^^Bas restricted to the kiudneas of this old peasant i 
^^Ban, bad now finished eating tlieir pmnca. Tliey pi'd 
■ ite<l by tbe fact of her attention being diverteil to tl 
officer, and drew up in a close cohiiun for anotber 
taek on the door wliieh parted them from the heap i 
pliiraB. Tlicy advanced, not as French soldiera UBual^ 
rnsh to the aBsaiilt, but uiJcntlj-, like Germans, (] 
by naive and unblushing greed. 

■ Ah ! yon little rascals ! will you be done ? " 
"he old woman got up, caught tbe strongest c 
\ smacked liim lightly with her hand, and ih-ov 
bt of doors, lie did not cry; but tbe otliera stooj 
Ighast. 
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"They give you a good deal of trouble," said Ge- 
nestas. 

"Oh, no, TDonsieur! they smell my prunes, the dar- 
lings ! If I left them alone a moment they 'd eat 
enough to burst themselves." 

" You love them ? " 

At this question, the old woman raised her head, 
looked at the soldier with a half-amused expression, 
and replied : " Love them ? don't I love them ! I have 
just sent back three," she added, sighing. " I am only 
allowed to keep them till they are six 3'ears old." 

" Where is your own child ? " 

" I have lost it." 

"How old are you?" asked Genestas, to undo the 
effect of his previous question. 

" Thii-tj'-eight, monsieur. It will be two years this 
midsummer since my man died." 

She finished dressing the little sufferer, who seemed 
to thank her with a wan and loving look. 

" What a life of toil and self-forgetfulness ! " thought 
the soldier. 

Beneath this roof, worthy to be named with the stable 
where Christ was born, the hardest duties of maternity 
were fulfilled cheerfully and without pretension. What 
hearts are there, buried from human knowledge ! Wbat 
wealth, what penury ! Soldiers appreciate better than 
other men how much there is of grandeur in the sublime 
self-abnegations of poverty', in the gospel of the poor and 
needy. Elsewhere we may find the Scriptures bound, 
as it were, in silk and satin, illuminated, illustrated, and 
adorned ; but here, assuredly, was the spirit of the 
Book. It was impossible not to believe in some sacred 
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tradition of the heavens coming down through this wo- 
man, who had made herself a mother even as Jesus 
Christ had made himself a man ; who gleaned and 
toiled and suffered and went in debt for outcast chil- 
dren, — refusing to perceive that she was ruining her- 
self, — that she might be their mother. The sight of 
this woman's life compels us to admit the communion 
of spirits here below with the intelligences of a higher 
world. Captain Genestas looked at her and lowered 
his head. 

"Is Monsieur Benassis a good doctor?" he said, at 
length. 

" I don't know, monsieur ; but he cures the poor for 
nothing." 

"It seems," said the captain to himself, "as if the 
man really were a man." 

"Ah! yes, monsieur, and a grand man! There's 
no one round here that does n't put iiim in their prayers, 
day and night." 

"Here is something for j^ou, mother," said the sol- 
dier, putting monej^ into her hand; "and this is for 
the children," — giving her a crown-piece. "Am I 
far from Monsieur Benassis's house?" he asked after 
mounting his horse. 

" Oh, no, monsieur, a short three miles at the most." 

The captain rode away, concluding that he had six 
miles more to go. He had not ridden far, however, 
when he saw through the trunks of trees a group of 
houses, then the roofs of the houses clustering round 
a belfry which rose into a steeple, whose tiles were 
held, at the angles of the structure, by plates of metal 
that spai'kled in the sunlight, — a species of roofing 
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original in effect, which belongs to the frontiers of 
Savoie, where it is in common iise. The vallej' wid- 
ened at this place. Several liouses, pleasantly situated 
on the little pluin, or on the banks of the stream, gave 
life and animation to the cultivated iTact, henitnctl 
iu on all sides by mountains, and without apparent 
outlet. 

A short distance from the village itself, which stood 
hnlf wa3*iup a slope looking southward, Gencstas stopped 
his horse under an avenue of willows, and asked a gi'oiip 
of eliildrcn who were playing there to show him the 
boiiae of Monsieur Benaaais. The chiklren began by 
looking at each other; tlien tliey examined the officer 
witli the look t-hildiiood employs wiien observing per- 
sons and tilings for the first time, all of which are so 
many new ideas to it. Tlieo the boldest and merriest 
of the hand, a little rascal with bright eyes, and naked 
feet covered with mud, repeated the question, after the 
faishion of children ; — 

" The house of Monsienr Benassis, monsieur? " Then 
be added, " I '11 take you there ; " and marched before 
tlie hoi-se, as much to gain a sort of iinportanee by 
leading the way for a stranger, as fi'om a ebildlike will- 
ingness to oblige, or the imperative necessity to be 
moving, which govenia mind and body at that age. 
The officer followed him along the principal village 
street, a pebblj', winding road-way, lined with houses 
built according to tlie fancy of their several owners. - 
Here a tower pushed forward into the public way, there 
a gable showed in profile with a section of its ridge-pole, 
and a brook, flowing from the mountain -side, cixissed 
the street through a trench with a culvert. Geneslas 



The Coniitrn Doctor. 



17 



I acTernl roofs of black Bliiiiglcs, still more of 
I tliatc'h, a fe\r of tiles, anH six or eight, doobtless tbose 
r of tbe curate, tbe juyc-de-paix, and the boiii'geois of 
the ueighborhood, in slate. The plai;e gave the idea of 
an isolated village beyond which no other world existed ; 
it appeared to toiieh and hold to nothing; tlie inhabit- 
ants seemed like a single family far removed from soeial 
movement, connected with it only by tlie tax-gatherer 
or by iin])ereei)tib!e feelers. 

Wfaeti Geneatas had advanced some distance, he eaw 
ft road higher upon the mountain-aide which commanded 
B<tbe village street. Thei-e was, no doubt, an old and a 
^ew town. In fact, wticn tlie captain reached a s^ot 
whure he slackened his horse's pace, he could see 
Bthroiigh an opening between tlie bonses. other and woll- 
;l>uilt houses, whose new i-oofs enlivened tlie old village. 
■from these buildings, above which rose an avenue of 
(^onng trees, came the songs of busy lalwrers, the hum of 
srkshops, the grinding of files, the sound of hannncvs, 
e confused cries of various industries. Uo noticed the 
Ain smoke from the household cliiranoya and the fuller 
prolnme from the foi'ges of the wheelwriglits, the lock- 
mithe, and tbe famers. At last, towards tlie further 
wd of tile valley, to which his guide led him, the cap- 
Itain saw some scattered fai-ms and a tract of well-culti- 
vated fields with plautatious skilfully laiil out ; like a 
little corner of lirie nestling in a vast fold of the land- 
Beape, whose existence between the village and the 
mountains he had not at first sight suspected. 
Presently the child cried out : — 
"There "a the door of Aim bouse ! " 
The officer dismounLe'l, slipiie^l the bridle over his 
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arm, and then, judging that all labor is worthy of its 

hire, he druw some i;o|)pera from his pocket and offiTed 
them U) the boy, wiio took them with a puzzled nir, 
opeoed hia great eyes, returned no thanks, and stood 
by to see what would happsD. 

"Civilization is behiudhaud in these parts; the reli- 
gion of labor is in full vigor, and beggary has not pushed 
ite way in," thought Genestaa. 

More curious than interested, the small guide leaned 
against a wall, about four feet high, which encloses the 
courtyard of the Louse, and in which a black wooden 
lattice is insorLed on either aide of the gate-posts. The 
gate, tlie lower part of which is of wood formerly 
painted gray, is finished at the top with j'cUow bars in 
the form of stanchions. Tliese ornaments, whoso color 
has faded, take tlie shape of a crescent at the top of 
each half of the gate, and come together in a huge cono 
formed bj' tlie uprights when tlie gate is closed. This 
o-eaten structure, dappled with velvet mosses, is 
\ half-destroyed by the alternate action of sun and rain. 
I Ovei^rown with aloes and a chance gi'owtb of pellitory, 
tlie gatc-jmsts hide the shoots of two Ihornless acacias 
which are planted witliin tlie courtyard, and whose 
green tops rise in the shape of powder-puffs. The con- 
dition of this gateway betrayed a want of care in ita 
r which seemed to annoy the soldier, who knitted 
I bis brows like a man foi-cert to admit the loss of an illu- 
We are accustomed to judge of others by our- 
I selves ; and tiiough wo graciously absolve them for faults 
I which are like our own, we condemn them with seventy 
I if they have not our virtues. If Ihe captain wished to 
find in Monsieur Bcnassis a cai'eful aud orderly man, 
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the gateway of his dwelling most aasnrecHy proclaimed 
HD absolute indilfei'ence to audi proprieties, A soldier 
80 wedded to domestic metliod as Genestas, was liktily, 
on seeing tlie gate, to form I'apid conduaioua as to tbe 
life tto<i characler of its unknown proprietor, and tha 
captain, iu spite of his native caution, did not fail to 
do so. 

Tlie gate was ajar, — another piece of oarclessncss I 
Profiting by this rural trustfulness, the officer rode into 
the courtyard without ceremony, and fastened his horse 
to the bars of the lattice. As he knotted the bridle, a 
neigh was heard In the adjacent stable which made both 
horse and rider look involuntanly in that direction. An 
old serving-man opened the door of the building and 
showed a head covered with tlie red woollen cap worn 
habitually by tlie country people, and precisely like the 
Phrygian cap with which we now bedeck the statues of 
Liberty. As there were stalls for several horses, the 
man, after asking Genestas if he bad come to see Mon- 
sieur Benassis, offered him the hospitality of the stable 
for bis hoi-se, looking with an expi-cssion of tenderness 
and admiration at the animal, which was very handsome. 
The captain followed his hurse to see how he was likely 
to fare. The stable was clean, the litter plentiful, and 
the two horses of Benassis had the contented look which 
makes a curate's boi'se distinguishable among all others 
of its species. A wo man -servant, who came from the 
interior of the dwelling-house and stood on the portico, 
seemed to be officially waiting to be questioned by the 
stranger, who, however, bad already heard from the 
stable-man that Monsieur Benassis was out. 

"Our master has gone to the flour-mil!," he said. 
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" If you wish to join bim, joii have only to follow that 
puth wLich loads to the meadowe ; the mill ia at the end 
of it." 

Genestas preferred to give a look to the country, 
rather than wait an indefinite time for Bcnassis'a return, 
and he tools the path toward the miU. When he I'eaehed 
the end of tlie village street, which ciitB an irregular 
line on tlie mountain -aide, lie saw the valley, the mill, 
aud one of tlie most enchanting landscapes he had ever 
yet seen. 

The river, checked ia its course by the base of the 
mountains, forms a little lake, from which the peaks 
rise in tiera, one above aiiotlicr, their numerous valte.vs 
suggested to the eye by changing tints of light, or by 
the outlines, more or less distinct, of their projecting 
ridges clothed with black pines. The mill, lately built 
at the spot where the torrent pours into the lake, has 
the cliarm of an isolated building hiding beneath the 
shade of aquatic trees in the midst of waters. On the 
other side of the river, at the foot of a mountain whose 
summit was juat then lighted by the rays of a. sun al- 
ready on the decline, Genestas obsened aliout a dozen 
deserted cottages, without doors or windows, their bat- 
tered roofs showing wide gaps. The land around them 
had been converted into fields, carefully tilled and sown 
with grain ; and their gardens were now meadows, wa- 
tered by a system of iriigation laid out with as much 
art as in Limousin. The captain involuntarily stopped 
short to contemplate the ruined villi^e. 

Why is it that mankind can never look on rains with- 
out deep emotion, be they ever so insignificant? Doubt- 
less because they present an image of misfortune whose 
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weight is felt auder so manj and divene t'^rws hr hi^ 
man nature. Cemeteries bring tiie tikxi^t o( draUi ; 
deserted villages a vision of life's wfjthi doLXh i^ la 
. expected evil, but the sorrows of Hfe are inf nite. irA 
infinitude is the secret of the deepest d^rj^^ctirro, Tttt 
officer reached the paved path leading to ttuk mill wi*j[f 
out being able to explain to himself cne aurt^ijifi^zii^zXiX 
of the village. He inquired for BenasftU of tu^ millrrr « 
man, who was sitting on some sacks of w[jaiX at XJt^ 
door of the building. 

^' Monsieur Benassis has gone over there.* ^aid the 
man, pointing to one of the ruined cottages. 

<« Was that village burned?" asked the ca{»tain, 

*' No, monsieur.** 

"Then why is it thus?** 

"Ah! why indeed?" answered the miller, with a 
gesture of his shoulders as he tumerl into the hoase. 
*' Monsieur Benassis will Inform j'ou," 

The officer crossed a species of bridge made b\' some 
large stones among which the torrent flr^ws. and pres- 
ently reached the cottage. The thatch of its rrx>f was 
still intapt, covered with moss, but without holes, and 
the doors and windows seemed to be in good condition. 
As he crossed the threshold, Genestas saw a fire in the 
chimney-place, at the comer of which an old woman was 
kneeling beside a sick man who was sitting in a chair, 
while another man stood by with his face turned toward 
the hearth. The interior of the house fonncd a single 
room, lighted through a wretched window-frame filled 
with calico. The floor was trodden earth. One chair, 
a table, and a pallet were the whole furniture. Never 
in his life had the captain seen such bareness, not even 
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iu Russia, where the huts of the moujiks are like the 
deus of wild beasts. Nothiug sliowed eonnectioii with 
the things of life ; there was not even a utensil for the 
preparation of the commonest food. It was like the 
kennel of a dog without its platter. Were it not for 
& long blouse liauging from a nail, and some woo<]cn 
shoes padded with straw, — the only clothing of the sick 
man, — this cott^e would have seemed as deserted as 
the others. The kneeling woman, who was an aged 
Ijeasant, was endeavoring to keep the patient's feet iu a 
tnl] tilled with brown water. At the sound of steps, whieh 
the jingle of spurs renderod unusual to ears aceustomed 
to tbe plodding tread of the peasantry, the man turned 
tound, and saw Genestas with an evident surprise, in 
which the old woman shared. 

"I need not ask," said the soldier, "if yon are 
Monsieur Benassis. As a stranger, impatient to see 
y'on, I trust yon will pardou me for seeking j-ou upon 
your battle-field instead of wailing at your bouse. Do 
not let me disturb you ; continue what you are doing. 
When you have finished, I will tell you the ohject of 
my visit." 

Genestas half seated himself on the edge of the 
table and remained silent The Are cast a stronger 
light within the cottage than the sun uould shed with- 
out, for its rays, intercepted by the siniiraits of the 
mountains, never reached this portion of the valley. 
In tbe glow of the fire, which was made of the resinous 
pin» wbiuh sends up a vivid flame, tbe soldier exam- 
ined the face of tbe man wliom some secret motive 
constrained bim to seek, to study, and to thoroughly 
comprehend. Monsieur Beuasais, the doctor of the 
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district, stood with foldeil arras coldly listening to 
Gcnestas, tlaen he returned the captain's bow and gave 
^ hia attention once moro to tlic siolv man, without do~ 
^cing tiiat he was himself the object of the keen scru- 
iany of the soldier. 

Benassis was a man of ordinary height, hut broad in the 
tflhoulders and wide in the cheat An ample green over- 
soat, buttoned to the throat, prevented the officer from 
leizing at a glance the ciiaracteristic poiuts of the figure 
Tiage of this personage; but the shadow and 

e stillness in which the body was held served to tlirow 
the face, then lighted by the reflection of the fire, into 

>ng relief. The man had a face which resembled 
tiiat of the Faun of sculpture, — the same brow, slightly 
krched, but full of projectiona, all more or less signifi- 

it; the same npwaitl turn of the nose, with the «/»>- 

'.el expression of the cleft nostril ; and the same high 

3ek-hones. The line of the lips was sinuous, and 
the lips themselves tliick and red. The chin stood ont 
abruptly. The eyes were brown and animated, with an 
ai-dentlook, to whifh the pearly whiteness of the ej-p- 
ball gave extraonlinary brilliancj', telling of passions 
now subdued. The hair once black and now gray, tlie 
deep furrows in the faoe, and the heavy eyebrows nl- 
reaily whitened, the nose grown vein3' and bnlboua, the 
1 marbled with red patches, all denoted fifty 
ftars of life and the severe toil of his profession. Tlie 
loldier could only gness at the shape and capacity of 
(he head, then covered with a cap ; but although it was 

s paitiatly concealed, it seemed to hiin one of those 
leads which are proverbially called " square." Accus- 
tomed, through his intercourse witli the men of energy 
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whom NajTOIeon drew around liim, to recognize the 
pei'sonal qiudilies of tliose nlif> wcie destined for grpat 
deeds, Gencstas felt ttiat there was a mystery in this 
life tlins bidden in obscurity, and asked himself, as he 
gazed at that remarkable face, — 

" What chance, or fate, can have made him a conn- 
try doctor?" 

After earnestly stndying that face, which, notwith- 
standing its analogies to other human faces, revealed a 
secret and hidden existence at variance with its apjiar- 
ently commonplaee circumstances. Genestas was pres- 
ently led to share in tlie attention the doctor was 
bestowing npon the sick man, and the siglit of the 
latter completely changed the current of his thoughts. 

In spite of his many mUitaiy esperiences, t!ie old 
oRlcer felt a shock of surprise, mingled with horror, as 
his eyes fell on a human face where the light of thought 
bad never shone ; a livid face, whose suffering seemed 
dumb and innocent, like that on the face of a child 
imnhle as yet to speak and weary of crying : it was Ihe 
face of n creature only, — that of an old and dying cit'tin. 
The cretin was the onlj' variety of the human species 
whieb the cavalry captain had not yet seen. At the sight 
of aiich a forehead, where the flesh made a thick, round 
fold ; such eyes, like those of a boiled flsh ; a lieori 
covered with aliort and stubbly hair witliout natural 
juices, a flattened head, deprived of the organs of 
intelligence, who would not hnve felt, as Genestas did, 
an involuntary disgust for a being that had neither the 
graces of an animal nor the privileges of a man, — 
who had never possessed cither reason or instinct, and 
had never heard or spoken any language? Watching 
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'the poor CTcattire as he neared the close of a career 

which was not life, it seemed difflcidt to feel a regi-et ; 

and yet the old woman was gaziog at him with teudej 

insicty, and rulibing his lega, where the scalding n 

bid not reach tlieni, with as miioli affection as if the n 

liad been her husband. Bcnassis himself, after studj 

■lug the lifeless face and the lack-lustre eyes, gently t 

Ithe cretin's hand and felt his pulse. 

' The bath does not act," he said, shaking hia heaa 
I' we must pnt him back to bed." 

He lifted the inert mass of flesh, carried it to t 
^llet, fmm which uo doubt be had brought it,,a 
t there, carefully estendiug the legs, already growin 
Bold, and placing the head and hands with a 
(endernesa as a mother could give to her ehild, 

' It is all over ; he will die," added Bcnussis, wt| 
(emained standing by the side of the bed. 

The old woman, with lier hands on her hips, droppc 
f few tears as she looked at the dying creature, 
bestas was silent, unable to explain to himself Tt-hy t 
Heath of so uninteresting a being should make sacl 
an impression on liim. He instinctively shared tt|l 
nnboundcd pity felt for these wretched creatures ii 
sunless valleys whei-e fate has given them life. 
dtity, which degenerates into religious superstition i 
! communities to which cretins belong, is assuredfl 
Ijerived from the purest of Christian virtues, — ehnritfl 
- and from that form of faith which is most conducivt 
social ordei'. namely, the belief in future recompense, 
—the only belief which can make mankind accept their 
KJsery. The hope of winning ettrnal happiness heliia 
Be tiareiits of these [loor ciealnres, and the friends v 
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surround thein, to practise, on a lifelong scale, the provi- 
dence of motherhood iu the sublime care unceasingly 
given to these inert beings, who, in the first place, can- 
not understand it, and, in the next, forget it. All-trise 
religion 1 which has placed the mercies of a blind benefi- 
cence beside the miseries of a blind affliction. In the 
valleys nhere ttie cn^lins ara foiiud, the inhabitants be- 
lieve that the presence of such beings brings happiness 
to their families. This belief renders those hapless lives 
easy in their countrj* solitudes, whereas in cities tbcy 
would be condemned by mistaken pbilanthropy to the 
discipline of hosjiitals. In the upland valley of the 
Isere, where they abound, the cretins live iu the open 
air with the flocks, which they are trained to watch. 
They are, at any rate, free and respected, as the victims 
of misfortune should be. 

Presently the village church- hell slowly tolled at regu- 
lar intervals, letting the faithful know that death was 
among them. Travelling through space, the pious 
thought sounded faintly within the cottage and filled 
it with tender sadness. Numerous steps were heard 
along the path, and seemed to denote a crowd, though 
a silent one. Then the chants of the Church rose sud- 
denly, and wakened the confused ideas which sway all 
souls, even the most sceptical, forcing thom to surren- 
der the mind to the tender mod lat ons of the human 
voice. The Church was co n ng I3 tie succor of the 
creature that knew it not The l ate appeare 1, pre- 
ceded by the cross bonie by a cl o r boj a d followed 
l)y the sacristan bearing the bolj water and bj about 
fifty other persons — men women ani eh llrcn — who 
bad come to join their p aj ers to those of the Church. 
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The do<;tor nnd soldier looked nt eacEi oUier in eiletjce, 

and willidrew to a corner of t!ie room to uiiikc waj' Tor 

^^^ the crowd, who knelt down withiu atid wilboul llie coU 

^^^ tage. During the consoling cercuiouy of tLe viaticum, 

^^H- celebrated for a being who bud never einued, but to 

^^1 whom the Chi-isliaii world was bidding farewell, the 

B greater number of the homely faces allowed sincere 

emotion. Tears rolled dowu rough cheeks that were 

cracked by the squ and browned by outdoor toil. The 

feeling of voluntary relationship to those in trouble waa 

a simple one. There were none in the village wiio did 

not pity the hapless creature ; none who would not 

have given hira of their dail^*- bread : had he not foimd 

a father in every lad, a mother in even the merriest 

bof the little girls? 
" Ho is dead," said the curate. 
The words caused genuine consternation. The wax 
tapers were lighted. Several persona wished to pasa 
I the night beside the corpse. Benassis and the soldier 
left the cottage. At the door, some peasants stopped 
_ the doctor, and sai<l to him, " Ah ! monsieur le muire, 
^^Kif you were not able to save him, the good God must 
^^H^ndeed have wanted him." 

^^H "I did my best, my children," answered the doctor. 
^^H("You can hardly imagine, monsieur," he added, turn- 
^^Bing to Genestas, when they were a few steps away from 
^^Bttie deserted village, whose last inhabitant bad just died, 
^^™^' what true consolation there is for me in the remark of 
those peasants. Ten years ago, I was nearly stoned 
to death in this village, now abandoned, but then in- 
babitcd by thirty families." 

Genestas manifested such visible curiosity iu his face 
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m\A gestores, that the doctor related to him, as they 
walked along, the history to which the foregoing is a 
preparation. 

"Monsieur, when I came to settle here, I found a 
dozen or more cretins in this part of the district," said 
the doctor, turning round to point to the ruined cottages. 
"The situation of this hnmlef^ in a liollow with uo cur- 
rent of air, near a torrent formed hj the melting snows, 
deprived of the aim which only shines on the summit of 
the mountain, is especially contliicivc to the propagation 
of this frightful malady. Tlie laws do not prevent the 
pairing of these unhappy creatures, who are protected 
here by a snperstition whose strength was at first un- 
known to me, which I hegan by condemning, but which 
I now respect. Cri5tinism would soon have spread from 
this little nook througliout the valley. It was surely 
rendering the coiuitryeide a great service to chock the 
spread of the mental and pliysical contagion. And yet, 
notivithstanding its urgent importance, the benefit came 
near coating the life of the man who undertook to carry 
it out. Here, as in other social spheres, it is necessary, 
in order to accomplish any reforms, to run counter not 
only to interests but to something far more difficult to 
deal with, To ""religious ideas which have grown into su- 
perstitions, — the most indestructible form of human 
thonght. 

" I was alVaid of nothing. I asked, in the first place, 
to be appointed mayor of the district ; that was grauted : 
then, after obtaining the verbal consent of the prefect, 
I removed a number of these poor creatures quietly, by 
night and at my own expense, to Aigiiebelle in 4Savoie, 
where there are many others of their kind, and where 
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they would be well treated. Ai 

iDaiiity was knowa I became sd 

whole poptilatioQ. Tbe curati 

apite of my offorta to espla 



soon aa this act of hii- 
objecl of horror to Ibo 
preauhed against me. 
a to the beat minds ia 



the commtinity the importance of removing these idiots, 
in spite of the fact that I gave my services gratnilously 

tto tlie sick, I was shot at from tbe cover of a wood. 1 
went to see the Bishop of Grenoble, and asked him to 
change the curate. Monscigneiir was good enough to 
lei me choose a priest who would share in my work, and 
I was BO fortunate as to find one of those men wlio 
really seem to have fallen from the skies. I piireufd 
my course. After preparing people's minds, I sent 
away by night six more cretins. In this second at- 
tempt I was supported by certain persons who were 
under obligations to me, and also by members of the 
common council, to whose economy I appealed, by 
shoK'ing them how costly it was to support the hapless 
■ creatures, and how profitable it would he for the village 
D take their lands (to wliieli they had no title) and tnrn 
them into pastares, of which the community was much 
n need. 

"The prosperous people were on my side, but the 
>oor, the ol<l women, the children, and a few pig-headed 
jllowa, remained hostile to me. Unfortunately, my hist 
Exportation was not complete. The cretin whom j'ou 
Ipavc jnst seen was absent from his home at the time ; 
was not taken, and was found the next day — the 
t of hia kind — in the village, where there still re- 
ined u few families whose members, though nearly 
mbeolle, wei-o, so far, exempt from cretinism. 
" I wished to carry out my plans, and I went one day. 
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in ofUcial elothea, to take that unfortunate cretin from 
Ilia cottage. My intention was guessed as soon as I 
left my own door; the friends of the civtin preceded 
me, and 1 found at the cottage an assemblage of women, 
children, and old men, who received me with insulta and 
a. shower of stones. In the midst of the uproar, when 
I waa i-eally in danger of falling a victim to the sort of 
iutoxieation which seizes upon a crowd of people when 
excited by cries and by the agitation of emotions iitteied 
in common, 1 was saved by t!ie cretin ! The poor crea- 
ture came out of tlie liut, made his clncking noise, and 
became at once the supreme head of the fanatics. At 
this apparition the cries ceased. It occurred to me to 
propose a compi-omise ; which the fortunate hush en- 
abled me to explain. Mj- suppoi-ters liad not dai'cd to 
Bustnin mc openly at this crisis ; tlieir help was purely 
passive. The superstitious crowd were resolveti to Iteep 
their last idoi and watch over liira. I saw it was Im- 
possible to talce him from Ihem, I therefore promised 
to leave him in peace in his cottage, on condition that 
no one entered it, and that all the families of the village 
shonld cross the toiTcnt and take n|) their alimie in cer- 
tain new houses, which I pledged myself to build and to 
endow with land, the price of which should be returned 
to me later by the township. 

" Well, my dear monsieur, it took nie six months to 
overcome the resistance which was made to the t«rms of 
this agreement, advantageous as it wus to the families 
of the old village. The^-affiicUou of tlie peasantry for 
their hovels is an inexplicable fact. No matter bow 
unliciilthy his cottage may be, the peasant is more at- 
tached to it than a banker is to his mauiiiun. Why? 
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I eannot tell yoii. Perhaps the strength of feelings is 
I proportion to their rarity. Perhaps the man who 
a liitle in thought lives nnieh in things, and the less 
f them he possesses the more be loves what he has. 
y it is with a peasant as it is with a prisoner ; 
e does not fritter away the powers of his mind, he con- 
ixntratcs them on n single idea, and comes in that waj' 
o great euei'gy of Ibeling. 

'Excuse these reflections in a man who is seldom 

.e to exchange his ideas, and pray lielieve, monsieur, 

that I am not much given to abstract thouglit. Here, 

is practice and action. Alas, the fewer ideas tiicse 

r people have, the harder it is to malie them under- 

id their real interests. So I hiive resigned myself 

o the petty details of my enterprise, Kacli of the ril- 

igers said to me tlie same thing. — a thing so fnll of 

Ijilaiii sense as to admit of no answer, — 'Ah! mon- 

batenr, yonr houses are not yet built.' ' Well,' 1 an- 

^Bwered, 'promise to come and live in them when they 

" Fortunately, monsieur, I was able to get a decision 
the courts to the effect that our village owns the whole 
mountain on which it stands, and at the foot of which is 
the old hamlet, now deserted. The vahio of the wood 
on the heiglits was enough to pay for the houses, which 
were built at once. When the first of my refractories 
had fairly moved in, the rest followed. The comfort 
which resulted from the change was too real not to be 
appreciated even by those who clung most supcrsti lion sly 
to their old village without sun, — that is, without soul. 
_The end of the matter was, that the acquisition of the 
mountaia as communal property-, which was eoiilirmed 
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to ns by the Council of State, gave me great importance 
Id tbe diBtrict. But ob, monsieur, what anxieties I " siiid 
tlie doctor, lifting a band wliich he let fall again with 
an eloquent gesture. ' " I alone know the weary way 
fiBin the village to the prefeeturo, out of which nothing 
can be got ; and from the prefecture to the Council of 
State, into wliich nothing can he made to enter. 

" However," he resumed, " peace be with the [jowera 
that be I they yielded at last to my importunities, and 
that is a great deal to say for them. If people only 
knew the good often done by a carelessly gi\'en signa- 
ture ! Monsieur, two years after attempting ray great 
little efforts and bringing them to a successful conclu- 
sion, all tbe poor households of my district owned at 
least two cows and sent them to paBtiire on tbe moun- 
tain, where, without waiting for tlie decision of the 
Council of State, I bad cut transversal irrigations like 
those in Aavergne, Limousin, and Switzerland. Tbe 
villagers, to their great surprise, saw excellent mead- 
ows springing up. by which they obtained a greater 
quantity of milk, thanks to tlie better quality of the 
grass. The results of this triumph were great. Every- 
one imitated my system of irrigation. The pastures, 
the cattle, and oil their products multiplied. From that 
time I no longer feared to ameliorate the condition of 
this little corner of the earth, still so nncnltivated, or to 
civilize its inhabitants, who, up to that time, were almost 
wholly devoid of intelligence. Ah, monsieur, we soli- 
taries are great talkers ; if anybody questions us, no 
one knows where the reply will end. 

■' When I came to this valley the population was 
reo hundred souls; now it ia two thousand. After 



The Country Doctor. 



U 



Fa steady conrso of mild, but firm government, I became 
I tbe oracle of my people, I did all I could to deserve 
I tlieir confldenee without asking tor it, or seeming ti) 
I d'.^sire it : only, I endeavored to inspire respect fur my 
person by tbe religious good faith with wiiieh I fulfilled 
all my engagements, even tbe most trilling. After 
pledging myself to take care of the poor creature who 
bos just died, I watched over him better than bis former 
protectors ever did ; be has been fed and cared for as 
the adopted child of tbe village commune. Later on, 
the inhabitants grew to understand tbe serviee I had 
done them against their will. However, they still relaiu 
part of their old superstition, and I am far from blam- 
ing them. Their worship of tbe cretin has often served 
me as a test to persuade pei-sons of intelligence to hi'l|> 
the uufortimat«. But here we are," added Benassls, 
[ after a pause, as they came in sight of the roof of his 
louse. 
So far from expecting words of praise or aclcnowl- 
I edgment from his visitor, be seemed, in relating this 
episode of his official life, to have yielded to that in- 
[ genuous need of expression which is often felt by 
who live retired from the world. 
■'Monsieur," said tbe captain, "I have taken the 
I liberty to put ray horse in your stable, and 1 hope 
vill excuse me when you know tbe object of my 
1 journey," 

" Ah ! what is it?" asked Benassis, with the air of 
a roan who leaves his own preoccupation and recollects 
that his companion is a stranger. 

Hia naturally frank and cominnnicative nature had 
led him to treat Genestaa as an acquaintance. 
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*' MuimUui,'' Moawatd tte BoUer. " I Iutc beard of 
the wondeifiil core joa Bade in the case of Monsieur 
Gnrifer of GreBoUe, vhom joa took into your house. 
I come beie in belies of obt^nii^ the same care ; though 
witfaoot harii^ tbe eame daim npon rour kiudni^ss. 
And yet, perhaps joa will tfaink I bare some title to it 
I sm an obi aaHdier, wboee former wonnds give him 
little rest. Yoa will need at least a ireek to examioe 
into my oMiditioii ; for niy sofleiu^ occur only at 
internals and — " 

^^ Well, monsiear," said Benassis, interrupting him ; 
"Monweur Gravier's bedroom is always ready. Come." 

They entered the house, and the doctor slammed the 
door with an eagerness that Gencstas attributed to his 
pleasure at getting a lodger. 

"Jacquottel" eried Bcnassts, " this gentleman will 
dine here." 

"But, monsieur," said the soldier, "bad we not 
better settle the price? " 

"Price of what?" 

"Of mj' board. You cannot take me and my horse 
without — " 

" If you are rich," said Beuassis, " you can pay me ; 
if you are not, I want nothing." 

" Nothing seems to me loo dear," said Genestas. 
" But, whether I am rich or poor, will t«n francs a da3', 
not counting the value of your professional services, be 
agreeable to you ? " 

" Nothing ia more disagreeable to me than to receive 
any payment whatever for the pleasure of exercising 
hospitality," answered Hie doctor, frowning. " As to 
my services, you can have them oulj- if I like you. 
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Rich people cannot buy my lime; it belong to the 
iubabitanta of this valley. I deaire neither fame nor 
fortune : I ask for no praiso and no gralitiiile from 
my paticols. The money which you give me will go ti 
tile apothecaries at Grenoble to pay for the iiulispeiM 

I able medicines of the poor of this district." 
Any one hearing these wokIs, which were 
brnsqnely yet without bitterness, would bave tlioiigl 
Ba Genestas did, " The man has a fine nature ! ' 
" Then, monsieur." said the captain, with his nsD&l 
tenacity of purpose, " I will pay you tea francs a day ; 
and you shall do as you lilce for the rest That settled, 
we shall uudei-atand each other better," he added, tak- 
ing the dootov's hand and shaking it with impressive 
cordiality. "In sjiite of my ten frftnca, you will find 
that I am not an Arab." 

After this dispute, in which Benaasis showed no tlli^ 
position to appear generous or philanthropic, the 
tended invalid entei'ed the house of his physieian," 
where everything seemed in keeping with the dihipi- 
dated gateway and the clotliing of its owner. Even 
trifles revealed a profound indifference to all that 
was not essentially useful, fienassis took the soldier 
through the kitchen as the shortest way to the dining- 
room. Though the kitchen, as amoke-staincd as that 
of an inn, was provided with a suflSciont number of 
cooking utensils, such luxury was owing to Jacquotte, 
formerly the curate's servant, who now reig 
preme over the doctor's household, aud always spoki 
of "us." If a warming-pan was suspended over 
mantel-shelf, it is probable that Jacquotte liked to sle« 
L comfortably in winter, and so, by ricochet, warmed h(4| 
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master's bed ; for he, aa ahe snid truly, " paid no atten- 
tion to anytliing." Bcnassis bad hired her for precisely 
what WQUld have seemed an intolerable defect to any 
one else. Jacquotte wiaiied to rule the house, and the 
d'jctor wanted a woman who would rule his Louse. 
Jacquotte bouglit, sold, arranged, changed, placed, 
and displaced evorj-thing accoiding to her own good 
pleasure. Her mastei- never objected to any of Ler 
doings; she ruled over the courtyai-d, the stable, and 
the stable-man, the kitchen, the garden, and tlie mas- 
ter. The linen was changed, tbe Trashing was done, 
the provisions were stored by her orders. She decided 
when the pigs were to be killed, scolded the gardener, 
chose the breakfasts and dinners, ranged from cellar to 
garret and from garret to cellar, and swept every- 
thing before her, without ever finding any one to op- 
pose her. Benassis required but two things, — dinner 
at six o'clock, and to spend no more than a certain sam 
monthly. A woman whom everylwdy obeys is always 
happy ; accordingly, Jacquotte laughed and sang like a 
nightingale, upstairs and down, humming when she did 
not sing, and singing when she did not hum. Clean by 
nature, she kept the bouse clean. .Sbe used to say that 
if her own taste had been different Monsieur Benassis 
would have Ijeen very miserable, for the poor man took 
BO little notice of what he ate that she could serve 
cabbages for partridges and he would never know it ; 
and if it were not for her, he would wear a shirt a 
week. Jacquotte was an indefatigable ironer of linen, 
by nature a rubber of furniture, the devotee of a clean-, 
hness that was truly ecclesiaatical, — the most scru- 
pulous, shining, and sweet-smelling cleanliness in the 
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'Oi'H. The sworn enemy of duet, she dusted, swept, 

ind garnished iucesaanlly. The condition of the gute- 
I»ay caused her real dislresa. For ten years pasl, s 
had extracted from her master on the first of every J 
month a promise to make the gate as good as n 

laint the walls of the house, and otlicrwise reneirfl 
prettily ; " and, so far, Monsieur had not kepi 

is word. Therefore, whenever she deplored herma»l 
's profound indifference to his own affairs, she sel- " 
dom failed Xa utter this sacramental phrase, with wbicllj 
she wound up all her praises of her master : — 

"It can't be said that he ia actually stupid, because 1 
ho has almost performed miracles in the neighborhood ; 
but for all that, he is stnpid sometimes, — so stupid 
thai you 've got to put things into his hands as if he 
were a baby." 

Jacquotte loved the house as though it belonged ttvfl 
iier. When Benassis came to the village, it happened T 
be for sale after the death of its foiiuer occupant*, -i 

le curate, and he bought it as it stood, — house, and' f 
furniture, crockery, wine, chiclceua, the old I 
flock with a painted dial, the horse, and the cook, , I 
Jacquotte, a pattern for the culinary species, had a J 
thick waist and large bosom, clothed invariahlj' lal 
brown calico with red spots, which was fastened so 
tightly that the stuff seemed in danger of cracking if 
elie made the slightest exertion. Site wore a plaited, 
round cap, beneath which her rather pallid face, with 
its double chin, seemed whiter than it really was. ' 
Short and active, with brisk, plump hands, Jacquotte I 
,vas a loud and continual talker. If she was silent foe f 

moment and liRcd the corucr of her apron trio 
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lariat it meant that she ivas about to address some 
vehement remonstrance to lier master or tlie mau- 
fiervant. Of all the cooka throughout the kingdom, 
Jocquotte was certainly the happiest. To make her 
happiueaa as complete as any happiness can he in this 
lower world, her vanity was perpetually satisfied i the 
village accepted her as an autliority whose powers com- 
bined those of the mayor and the garde-ckampetre. 

Her master, entering the kitchen, found no one there. 

"Where the devil have they gone ! " he said. " Ex- 
cuse me," he added, turning to Gencstas, " for bringing 
you in this way. The ceremonious entrance is through 
the garden, but I am so little used to receiving com- 
pany that — Jacquotte i " 

At the name, imperiously uttered, a woman's voice 
anawei'ed fiom the interior of the house ; and a moment , 
later Jacquotte took the offensive, and herself called 
Bcnassis, who Immediately went to her In Iho dining- 
room. 

" Ilei-e it is again, monsieur!" she said; " yon are 
always doing these tilings 1 You invite people to diuner 
without letting me know, and you think everything can 
be sened up when you call Jacquotte I What did you 
take the gentleman into the kitchen for? The salon 
could have been o|>ened and a fire lighted ; ^Nicotic is 
there now and will soon have it all ready. Now, please 
take your gentleman into the garden, it will amuse him ; 
and if he likes pretty things, show him the mountaiu- 
ash alley of the late master ; and then I shall have 
time to get the dinner ready, and set the table, and see 
about the salon." 

' Yes. But, Jacquotte," continued Benassia, " the 
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gentleman is going to stay here. You must give iin 
eye to Monsieur Gravier's bedroom, and see to the 
sheets and all that, and — " 

"Now don't go and meddle about sheets and things," 
said Jacquotte. " If he is going to sleep here I know 
perfectly well what he wants. Ton liaven't been in- 
side Monsieur Gravier's room these six months. There 's 
nothing to be done there ; it ia as clean as — So tJie 
gentleman is really going to stay here?" she added, in 
a softened tone. 

" Tes." 

"For long?" 

"Faith, I don't fenow. What doea that signify to 
you ? " 

" What does it signify, monsienr? Ha. I like that ! as 
if it did n't signify 1 How about tbe provisions, and — " 

Without continuing the flood of words witli which on 
any other occasion, slie would have overnhelmtd h*.\ 
master in reproach for hia lack of confidence, she fol- 
lowed him into the kitchen. Guessing that a boarder 
was in prospect, she was impatient to see Gencotas, to 
whom she made an obsequious courtesy while eiiaminiiig 
him from head to foot. The soldier's fac« had, at the 
moment, a sad and thoughtful ex]iresston, which (jive 
him a liarsh appearance ; tlie colloquy between master 
and maid seemed to him to reveal the former a-i a n( n- 
entity, and to lesson, much to bis regret^ the high opin- 
ion he bad begun to form of his character while admii 
ing hia persistency in saving the little valley from the 
Lorrors of cretinism. 

" He does u"t please me at all, that man ! " thought 
Jacquotte. 
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" If j'on are not tired, monsieur," said the doctor to 
his pretended patient, " we will tuke a turn round the 
garden before dinner." 

" Willingly," replied the captain. 

They crosaed the dining-room, and went to the garden 
through a sort of antechamber formed at the bottom of 
the ataircasB, which separated the dining-room from the 
mlon. This room had a large glass-door and opened 
on a stone terrace that ran along the facade of the 
house on the garden side. The garden itself, divided 
into four large equal squares by paths, hordered witli 
box which outlined a croaa, terminated at the farther 
end in a thick group of monn tain-ash trees, the pride of 
the former proprietor. The captain sat down on a 
worm-eaten bench, without noticing the grapo-vine trel- 
lises, nor the espaliers, nor the vegetables; of which 
Jacqiiotto tool; the greatest care, having been trained 
to it by the ecclesiastical gourmand to whom the house 
owed its preciona garden, — which Benasais himself 
cared little for. 

Suddenly bi'eaking off the conversation on ordinary 
topics in which they were now engaged, Genestas said 
to the doctor ; — 

" How did yon manage, monsienr, to tri|>le the popu- 
lation of this valley in ten j-ears? You found seven 
hundred souls, and now have, as you tell me, more 
than two thousand." 

" You are the first person who lioa asked me that 
question," answered the doctor. " Thongli my aim has 
been to make this little corner of the earth as produc- 
tive as possible, yet the hnrrj' of my busy life has left 
me little leisure to reflect upon the methods I have 
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toyed to make, on a lai^e Bcale.what the mendicant 

fi-iar called a species of ' pebble sonp.' Monsieur Gravier 

\ himself, one of our benefactors, and to wliom I was able 

'. to render a service by curing him, never once tUouglit 

of the theory of the thing, as he followed me across hill 

I and vale to see the practical results." 

They were silent for a moment, during which Benas- 
iis was buried in thought, without noticing the piercing 
loofe with which his guest tried to penetrate liim. 

" How was it done, my dear monsieur? " he resumed ; 

" why, naturally and by virtue of the social law of at- 

I traction between the necessities we create and the means 

I of satisfying them. That's the sewet of it. People 

I Trithout wants are poor. When I came to settle here, 

I there were one hundred and thirty peasant families in 

I this village, and two hundred down there in the valley. 

I The authorities were in keeping with the general pov- 

ertiy ; there was a mayor who did not know how to write ; 

I the assistant- mayor was a farmer residing a long dis- 

I tance from the township ; the justice of the peace, a 

I poor devil living on his salaij', and forced by ignorance 

I to leave the drawing up of deeds and documents to his 

I clerk, who was another unfortunate hardly able to under- 

1 stand his business. The foiTuer parish priest died at the 

age of seventy, and his vicar, a man without education, 

had succeeded him. Tlieae persons comprised the whole 

intelligence of the community which they governed, in 

the midst of this beautiful nature the inhabitants were 

I sunk in degradation ; they lived on potatoes, and milk 

I and its products. The cheeses, wliich most of them car- 

I Tied to Grenoble and its environs in little baskets, were 

I the only piiMlueo from which tbey were able to derive 
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a trifling araonnt of money. Those who were most pros- 
perous, or least lazj, sowed a. little buckwheat for con- 
Gumption in the village, sometimes barley or oats ; never 
any wheat. The only tra<.le in the whole cooimunitv 
was that of the mayor, who owned a saw-mill, and 
bought felled trees at a low price, which he cut up. Tbe 
lack of roads compelled him to transport them one 
by one during the fine weather, by means of a chain 
fastened at one end to the harness of a horse, and at 
the other by an iron grapnel to the tree itself. To 
reach Grenoble either on foot or on horseback, it was 
necessary to follow the crest of the mountain, the Talley 
being impassable. The land from here to the first vil- 
lage which you saw as yon entered the district, and the 
pretty road by which I suppose you came, was at all 
Boasons a vast swamp. 

"No political -event, no revolution, had ever pene- 
trated this inaccessible valley, completely shut away 
from all social movement. Napoleon's name alone had 
reached it ; and here that name was a religion, thanks 
to two or three old soldiers who belonged to the country- 
side and had returned to their former hearths, telling 
fabulous tales of the emperor and his armies to the sitn- 
ple folk in the winter evenings. The return of these 
men to thciiLnative vallej' is an almost inexplicable fact. 
Before my arrival, tlie recruits who went to the army 
stayed tlioi-e. This alone shows the poverty of the re- 
gion so plainly as to relieve rae of [licturiug it to you. 
*" Such, monsieur, was the condition of the district 
when I took charge of it and of certain of its dependen- 
cies lying on the^othcr side of the mountains, which 
latter arc well cultivated, tolerably happy, and almost 
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rich. I will not tell you of the hovels, actual stages, I 

wliere man and Ijeast were luiililietl togetlier pi'll-raoll. 
I passed tlit-uiigb tJie village tbr the first time on 
way from La Grande Chaitii^use. Not finding any 1 
inn, I waa obliged to stoj' with tlie \'icar, who c 
pied this verj- house, which waa tlien for sale. By j 
putting question after question, I obtained a superficial I 
knowledge of the deplorable condition of this region,, 
whose delightful climate, excellent soO, and fine natural | 
itions had eni^hniiteil me. 

Monsieur, I was seeking to make mj'self a Ufa J 
_ ler thau the one sorrowa load made a burden to mo. 
A thought entered mj' heart suuh as God eetida to make I 
us willing to bear our griefs. I resolvetl to instruct and 1 
raise this corner of the earth, as a teacher brings tip a I 
child. Do not call it benevolence ; my motive waa tha" 
need I felt to distract my mind. I wanted to B 

emaiuder of my days in some ai-duous enterprise. 

changes to be introduced iuto this regipn, which I 

re had made so rich and man bad made so poor, 
,ld occupy my wliole life ; they attracted me by the I 
ffery difflciiltrc of bringing them about. As soon » 
was sure of burying the parsonage-liouse together with a I 
good deal of barren and unpixifitable ground at a low I 
price, 1 vowed myself solemnly to the life of a country I 
doctor) — the last life a man would choose among hisfl 
own people. I wished to be a friend to the jwor, i 
pectiiig nothing in return. I allowed myself no illu- , 
sions, either as to the character of the countvy-peoploj 
or the obstacles which hinder tliose who attempt to.^ 

^ut my poor ; I took them for what they were, -~ 1 
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ignorant peasants, neither olbigctlier gorxi nor alto- 
gether buti ; kept by constant toil from the exereiee of 
feeling, ami yet able at times to feel keenlj-. Above 
all, I saw that I must act upon them through their in- 
tei-eata and their immediate well-being. The peasantry 
are true sons of ,Saint Thomas the inerediilona ; they 
want facts to support words. 

" Yon will, perhaps, smile at my first steps, mon- 
sieur," resumed the doctor, after a pause. " I began 
the difficult enterprise hy t)ie manufacture of boskets. 
These poor people Iwnght at Grenoble the little wicker 
crates in wbich they keep their cheeses. 1 su^ested 
to an intelligent young man the idea of cultivating the 
btinka of the mouTitaiii torrent, — a large tract of alluvial 
soil which the freshets yearly enriched, and where osiers 
would readily grow. After computing the amount of 
basket-work which the district j'early required, I searched 
Grenoble for a young basket-maker without pecuniary 
prospects, but a clever workman, Wiien I found the 
right man, I easily persuaded him to settle here, prom- 
ising to advaocc the cost of pui'chasing osier until iny 
plantations were sufficiently grown to furnish it. I in- 
duced him to sell his baskets below the price asked for 
them at Grenoble, and at the same time to make them 
of better quality. He entered into my ideas. The cul- 
tivation of the osier-beds and the basket manulaetory 
were, at first, a speculation, whoso results could not be 
reached in less than four years. You know, perhaps, 
tjiat the osier is not fit to cut until the thiid year. Dur- 
ing his fii-st season, my basket-maker contrived to make ■ 
enough to feed him. He soon after married a woman 
of Saint-Laurent ilu Ponl, who had some money. With 
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rtiiat lie built liimself a good and airy hoase in a ticitUhy 
I fiiUiatJon, whose interior was arraiigud according to lay 
I advice. 

■' What a Iriumpli, monsieur 1 I hail created n village 
I industry ; I Lad set to work a prodiitcr and a mimlifr 
I of workmen. You nill tliiiik my delight cliildisli ; Imt 

I tbe Brat few days after tlie manufactory was under Hny 

I I could not pass before tbe sliop witbout a quiekctiitig 
r of my pnlsea ; and when, inside tbe new bouse with its 

green blinds, a beneb before its door, a gru[)e-vine, and 
bundles of osiere, I saw a clean woman, neatly dressed, 
euckliDg a fat and rosy cliild In the midst of a happy 

►group of workmen, who were skiging as the}' worked, 
and deftly plnltiug the osier under orders of a man 
who, lately poor and emaciated, was now glowing with 
happiness, then, indeed, monsienr, 1 could not resist 
being a bnsket-maker mjself for a wbOe ; I used to 
enter the shop to inquire bow tbey were getting on, and 
1 abandoned myself to a happiness I really c-annot ex- 
plain to you. I was Joyful witli the joy of these people 
»and with my own joy. 
"The house of the master- work man, the first mnn 
who had firmly believed in me, was now the centre of my 
tiopes. Monsieur, it was the future of this poor eountry- 
side which I bore upon my heart as the wife of tbe basket- 
maker bore her first babe upon her bosom. I ha(! to 
keep abreast of many prejudices and run counter to 
many ideas. 1 met with violent opposition, instigati'd 
Ay the ignorant mayor whose office I had taken. His 
pnfluence, however, vanished before mine, and I resolved 
make him my assistant, and associate him with my 
le'iceut labors. Yes, monsieur, it was into bis head, 
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Ibe thickest and hordest of all, tliut I flrat endoavored 
to shed ligLt. I captured liiiu tUrough Lis self-Jove and 
bis seir-i merest. For six tnoiitUs we dined togetlier 
daily, and I made him shai'e iu my plans of ameliora- 
tion. Many pci'sons would think tliis forced friendship 
one of the anDoyances of tny task ; not bo, the man was 
ft necessary instrument, and the most valuabte of alt. 
IlMuek to him who despiaoB the hatchet, or tlirows it 
carelessly aside! And besides, liow inconsistent to 
dream of reforming a region of country and yet shrink 
from the idea of reforming one man ! 

" The most urgent need of all was for a highway. 
If we olitained IVom ttie municipal council the right to 
construct a cross-road between tlie village and the main 
road to Grenoble, my assistant-mayor would be tlie first 
to profit by it ; for, instead of di-agging his trees at 
great expense Ihi-ough tangled wood-paths, he could 
transpof't them easily along a good district road, and 
open a targe business in all kinds of wood \ by which 
he would earn, not a miserable six hundred frauea a 
year, but round suras of money amounting at some 
future day to a settled fortune. At last the man was 
full^' convinced, and became my proselyte. During the 
whole of one winter, the former mayor spent his even- 
ings at a wine-shop among friends, explaining to them 
that a good caixiage-road would be the making of the 
country-side b3- enabling everybody to do business with 
Grenoble. When the municipal coimcil voted to make 
the road, I obtained from the prefect an advance fi'om 
the charitable funds of the department, so as to paj- for 
certain transportation which our community was unable 
to undertake for want of hand-carts. To fiiiisli the 
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great work rapiHIy, and get ita results at onco appreci- 
ated Iiy ignorant persons who accused mc of wisliiitg to 
restore feudal labor, I corapelled, every Sunday during 
the first year of my administration, llie entire impiila- 
tion, men, women, chililren, and even old men to go, 
whether they would or not, to the crest of t!ie moun- 
tain, where I had myself surveyed and marked out, on 
excellent soil, the road whieh now leads fi-om our village 
to the highway to Grenoble. Abundant material for 
tlie making of the road was fortunately found along its 
track. 

" Tlie undertaking required my ntmost patience. 
Some persons, ignorant of the law, objected to payment 
in kind ; others, who were almost starving, could not 
afford to lose the opportunity of an extra day's work. 
I had to pay the latter at once by distributiiig wheat, 
and soothe the former as best I could with amicable 
wonls. However, when we had finished two thirds of 
the road, which is alwut five miles long, the villagers 
had found out its advantages ; and tlie last thud was 
made with an eagerness which really surprised me. I 
enriched the future of the village by planting a double 
row of poplars along the Interal ditches on either side 
of the new road. These trees at the present time are 
almost a revenue, besides giving a stately appearance 
to Uie road, which ia always dry by reason of ita situa- 
tion, and so well made that it costs scarcely two hun- 
dred fi'ancs a year to keep it in repair. I will show 
it to you, for you may not hai'e seen it ; you probably 
came by the pretty lower road, — a route the uihabitants 
laid out for themselves about three yenra ago, to open 
communication with various cstahlishmcuts since set 



48 



27ie Country Dodor. 



tip along the valley ; thus proving, monsieur, that the 
common-sense of a community once so uniutelligent, 
has acquired ideas which, a few years earlier, a trav- 
eller might well have despaii-ed of ever iuculcatiug. 

" lint to go ou with my story: — The eetablishment 
of my hasket-maker waa a fruitful example to the poor. 
Though tl]e new road was the dirett cause of the vil- 
lage prosperity, yet it was necessary to incite various 
primitive industries, to make these two germs of pros- 
perity more useful. "While helping the man with the 
osier-beds, and the basket-maker with hia trade, and 
constructing my road, I quietly continued my work 
in other directions. I had two horses, my associate 
the wood- merchant, had three ; we conld only have 
them shod when wo went to Grenoble. I therefore 
persuaded a blacksmitli, who knew something about 
the veterinary art, to come here under promise of cer- 
tain work. It happened that on the same day T met 
an old soldier, at odds with fate, whose only means 
of living waA a pension of one hundred francs. He 
knew how to read and write, and 1 gave him the place 
of clerk at the mairie; by a lucky cliance, I found 
liim a wife, and his Iiumble dreams of happiness were 
accomplished. Monsieur, I had to provide houses for 
these new-comers, and for my basket-maker, and for 
the twenty-two families who were to leave the village 
of the cri^tins. Twelve other households, whose breud- 
■winnera wei-e workmen, producers, and consumers, ac- 
cordingly came to settle here, — masons, carpenters, 
tilers, joiners, locksmiths, and glaziers, who found 
work for some time. Tiicy built bouses for themselves 
after building those of other people ; and with them 
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I came additional laborers. Id ttic second year of my 
administration seventy new houaea were built iu tLu 
district. 

"One form of prodnction compelled another. In 
peopling tlje village I created new wante, biliierto un- 
known to tills poverty-stricken people. Wants led to 
industries, industries to commeree, commeree to praflts, 
profits to comfort, eomfort to beneficial ideas. These 
Tarious work-people wanted their bread ready-baised, 
and we got a baker. Buckwheat could no longer be 
the only food of a population that was now raiaetl from 
its degrading inertia and had grown essentially active. 
1 had found it eating buckwiieat ; my first wish was to 
give it rye, then rye and wlieat, and at last, some daj-, 
to see the poorest of these people eating good white 
bread. To my mind, intellectual progress depends 
entirely on sanitary progress. A butc-hcr shows tlie 
intelligence and the wealth of a community. Ho who 
works eats, and he who eats thinks. Foreseeing the 
day when the cultivation of wheat would be a necessity, 
I had carefully examined the qualities of the soil. I 
found I could be certain of launching the village into 

I great agricultnral prosperity and donliling its popula- 

I tion whenever the time came to undertake tlio work. 
" It did come. Monsieur Grayier of Grenoble owned 

\ certain property in the district, from which he drew no 
but which might easily be converted into 

[ wheat-lands. He is, as you know, the head of a de- 

l partment at the prefecture. He had already listened 
very readily to my suggestions. Aa much fi'om attach- 

I nient to his native place as from conviction under my 
[trgumenta, he had very kindlj' furthered my demands ; 
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icceeded in mating him see that he had nncon- 
sciousty served his own interests. After several days 
of conferences) debates, and pereuasions, and after 
pledging my own propertj- to secure him against tlie 
risks of an enterprise from wliicb his wife, a narrow- 
ininded woman, tried to frighten liira, he consented to 
setup four farms of one hundred acres each, and to 
advance the costs of clearing the land, buying seed- 
corn, agricultui-at implements, oxen, etc., and malciug 
the necessary farm-roads. I, on my part, laid out two 
farms, partly to cultivate my barren and unprolitalile 
tract of land, and partly to teach, by example, the use- 
ful methods of modern agricultui-e. In six weeks the 
village population increased by three hundred inhabi- 
tants. Six farms, where several families settled, large 
tracts of land to clear, much ploughing and tilling to 
do, of course brought laborers. Diggers, wheelwrights, 
joume3'men, and mechanics flocked in. The road to 
Grenoble -was alive with pereons coming and going, 
and with the two-wheeled carls of the country-side. 
There was a general stir of life on all sides. Tlie 
circulation of money gave birth to a desire to make 
money ; apathy was past and gone ; the village had 
waked up. 

" I will end my story of Monsieur Gravier, one of the 
benefactors of this district, in two words. Notwithstand- 
ing the distrust commonly felt bj- the citizen of a coon- 
try town and by a man in office, and relying on my 
promises, he advanced more than forty thousand francs, 
without anj' certainty of recovering them. Each of hia 
farms is now let for a thousand fi'ancs ; his farmera 
have done so well that all of them own at least a bun- 
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flred Bcrea of land, three hundred sheep, twenty cowe, 

ten oxen, five horses; and each gives employment to 

B than twenty persons. During the fonrth year 

I our farms were all in working older. We had a wheat 

. Lar\'est which, abundant as it naturally was on virgin 

seemed miraculous to the countiy i>eople. I often 

trembled for the snccesa of my work during that year ! 

Rain or drought might ruin it, by leeaening the confi- 

I denco I was then beginning to inspire. The cultivation 

, of wheat necessitated the flour-mill you have just seen ; 

ind it now brings me in five hundred frani-s a year. 

' The peasants declare that luck is on my side, and 

they have come to believe in me as firmly as in their 

[ relics. 

" These new enterprises, tlie farms, the miJl, the osier- 
beds, the road-making, have given emploj-meut to all 
the trades and handicrafts I liad I>i'ought here. Though 
our outlay of sixty thousand franca is amply covered by 
the buildings we have put np, yet the money has been 
returned to ua by the profits derived from consumers. 
My efforts to keep alive all budding industric! are never 
relaxed. By my advice, a nurseryman settled in the 
hamlet, and I preached the cultivation of fniit-troes to 
my poor villagera, so as to win a monopoly of the 
Grenoble fruit-market at some futare time. ' You take 
I your cheeses there,' I said to them ; ' why should n't 
I you take fruit, vegetables, chickens, eggs, game, hay, 
Btraw, etc.?" Each item of that advice was the source 
of prosperity to those who followed it. Thus a midti- 
tude of little industries sprang up, whose progress, 
r at first, has inereaaed rapidly from day to day. 
1 Every Monday morning at least sisty carts go to Gi-en- 
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oble laclcn with our various pro<liice ; more buckwheat 
is now cultivated to feed tbe chickens than was for- 
merly cultivated to feed the population. 



"The wood bus 
liahment, and it is not 
of our industrial era, 
planks and shingles, 
After a while four ne 



B became loo lai^e for one estab- 
sulxlividcd. In the fourth year 
we had traders in (ire-wood, in 
1 bark ; and tlien, coal dealers. 
' saw-mills for planks and joists 
were started. The former mayor, in acquiring com- 
mercial ideas, felt the need of knowing how to read 
and write. lie compared the prices of wood in differ- 
ent localities, and found BUch differences, all in favor 
of his own enterprise, that he gained customers in 
many new places, and supplies to-day nearly a third of 
the departoient. Our means of tranapoi-tatiou increased 
BO rapidly tbat we now employ three wheelwrights, two 
harness-makers, and each of these employs not less 
than three apprentices. We use so much iron that a 
tool-maker has come to the valley, and dnds sullicieut 
work. The hope of gain soon developed ambitions 
wLiich drove my now tndusti'ious village population to 
compete with the whole distdct, and even with the 
department, and thus increase their profits by increas- 
ing their sales. I bad hut to say the word and point 
the way to fresh markets ; tlieir own good sense did tbe 
rest. Four years had sufficed to change the whole 
aspect of the village. When 1 first passed through it, 
I heard not a sound ; but by the beginning of the fifth 
}'ear all was life and animation. Joyous songs, the 
noise of worksbopa, the sharp or dull creaking of tools, 
sounded delightfully in my ears. I saw a busy popula- 
tion coming aud going, and settling in the new village, 
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noTT planted with trees, and where everything was 
ckan and healthsome. Every inhabitant had a Heose 
of hia own well-being ; everj face was bright wilh tlie 
contentment that a busy, useful life beatows. 

" These five yeara are to my mind the first era in the 
proapcroua life of oar valley," resumed the doctor atter 
a pause. " During that time 1 had cleared the groimii, 
and set things fructifying in the heads and in the soil 
of the community. The ouward progress of the popu- 
latioD and its various industries could not now be 
stopped. A second era was about to open. Soon the 
little society wished to butter its dress. A mercer came 
among us, then a shoemaker, a tailor, and a batter. 
This beginning of Insury was really of aa much bene- 
fit as the butcher and the grocer had been. Next a 
midwife became essential to uiy practice, for I was 
losing much time with my lying-in cases. The newly 
reclaimed lands gave excellent harvests, and the superior 
quality o£ our agricultural products was maintained by 
the various kinds of manure which increase of popula- 
tion afforded. My undertaking was now prepared to 
develop as it would to all results. 

" Having bettered the sanitary condition of the dwell- 
ings, and brought the inhabitants gradually to eat better 
food, and wear better clothos, I now desired that the 
animala might reap some beneht from this beginning of 
civilization. On the care and attention given to cattle 
depends the beauty of breeds and of individual speci- 
mens ; from that again comua the value of their produce : 
accordingly, I preached up tlie sanitary improvement of 
Btahles, By comparing the profits derived from well- 
stalled, well-groomed beasts, with the meagre retui'ua 
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from neglected aniinala, I chnngcd, little by little, fhe 
tDanagement ol' all tbe (.little in tlie district : not a Binglo 
beast contiDued to Buffer. The cows and oxen were 
cleaned and rubltcd duwn as they are in Switzerluad, 
and in Auvergne. The sbeepfolds, the stables, the 
cattle-pens, the dairies, the granaries, were rcmodolled 
after my own bnildinga and those of Monsieur Gra^r, 
which are large and airy, and consequently wholesome. 
The farmers became apostles, and soon conrerted nn- 
believera by proving the soundness of my precepts 
tlirougfi actual results. I lent money to those who 
were without it, — favoring, more especially, the indus- 
trious poor, for they served as a good example. By 
my advice, the defective, feeble, or inferior beasts were 
sold and replaced by fine specimens ; so that our pro- 
duce, after a time, carried the day over that of other 
districts in all the markets. Our flocks and herds were 
magoificeot, therefore the hides were fine. This st^p in 
our progress was of great importance. In rural economy 
nothing is fniitlesa. Formerly our fleeces brought low 
prices, and our hides were of little value ; but when their 
quality improved, tanners took advantage of the monn- 
taiu torrent to build tan-mills, and the business grew 
rapidly. 

" Good wine, an article formerly unknown in the vil- 
lage, where they drank only piquette, made of refuse 
grape-skins boiled in water, now became a nec'essity. 
Wine-shops were established. The first of them has 
lately been enlarged and changed into an inn, whore 
mules are supplied to travellers, who are now lieginning 
to take our road on their way to the Grande Clmi-treuse. 
I'or the last two yeai's there has been enough business 
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At the bcginniog of o 



eecoud eraof prosperity tbe justice of peace died, Hnp- 
pily for us, his successor was a former notary of Gren- 
oble, ruined by an unfortiinat« speculation, but who 6till 
had enough money to be rich in a village ; Monsieur 
Gravier ativised liim to come here. He built Limself a 
pretty house, and seconded iny efforts by joining in them. 
He laid out a farm, and cleared tbc land, and to-day be 
has three ch3iets on tlie mountain. His family is quite 
numerous. He got rid of the former clerk and sheriff, 
and replaced them by men who are much better edu- 
cated, and, above all, miicb more industrious tiian their 
predecessors. The two new households have started a 
distillery of potatoes, and a wash-house for fleeces, both 
useful undertakings which tlie heads of these families 
superintend, while at the same time attending to their 
oRicial duties. 

" As soon as I had raised a revenue for the district, I 
erapliiyed it, without opposition, to build a towu-hall, 
part of which I used for & free school, with lodging- 
rooms for the master. For that important function I 
chose an Unfortunate swom-in priest, oast off by llie 
whole department, who found an asylum for his old 
age in our valley. The schoolmistress ia an escellont 
woman, — so poor that she scarcely knew which way to 
turn i and we have thus helped her to a competence. 
She has lately opened a boarding-school for girls, 
where the well-to-do farmers are beginning to send 
their daugliters. 

"Slonsieur, though I have the rigrht to tell j'ou the 
tale of this little comer of the earth in my own name, 
there ia a point where Monsieur Janvier, the new cui'alc, 
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a FiSnelon reduced to the proportions of a paHsfa-prieet, 
has shared with me in the work of regeneration ; he 
has been able to infuse a gentle and ft-atemal epii'it 
into the manners and customs of the country side, so 
that the population seems now to be of one family. 
Monsieur Dufau, though he came lattu", also deserves 
the gratitude of the community. 

"To sum up our present position by figures, which 
are more conclusive than any remarks of mine, the vil- 
lage now owns two hundred acres of woodland and one 
hundred and sixty acres of pasturage. In round num- 
bers, it is able to pay the curate an additional salary of 
three bundreil francs, two hundred to a garrU-chatnpe- 
tre, and as mutb more to the master and the mistress 
of the free school ; it lias five hundred francs a year to 
keep the roads in order, and the same sum for repairing 
the town-hall, the parsonage, the church, and for other 
expenses. In fifteen years from now it will have a hun- 
dred thousand francs' worth of wood to cut down ; and 
it can then pay its assessments without calling on the 
inhabitants for a farthing. By that time it will \k one 
of the richest districts in France. But perhaps I am 
boring jou with all this?" said Benassis, noticing the 
absorbed and thoughtful attitude of his listener, which 
might have been taken for inattention. 

" Oh, no I " replied the captain. 

"Monsieur," resumed the doctor, "all this trade, 
inrluBlry, agriculture, and consumption of produce was, 
after all, only local. Our prosperity stopped short at 
a certain point To be sure, I apjilicd to the aulbori- 
tles for a post-ofHce, and licenses for the sale of toba(K-'o, 
powder, and cards. I induced the collector of customs, 
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through the charms of this vallej and oar new Goi^ial 
life, to leave the Jistrk-t nbcre ho had hitherto dwelt in 
preference to the cupital of the departmeiit, and come 
to us. At the proper time aurt plaee I imported every 
commodity for which I had roused a need. I brought 
in new families, new industrials, aud let them acquire 
property and the sense of proprietoi-ship ; thus, as soon 
aa tliey had earned a little money, they cleared their 
land. Small farms and holdings spi-ead over the moun- 
tain, and gradually made it valuable. The poor people 
whom I had once fonnd carr\-ing their cheeses on foot 
to Grenoble, were now driving their carts, laden with 
fruit, eggs, chickens, aud turkeys, to market. All were 
unconsoiously looking up in the world. Tliose who were 
the worst off bad tbeir gardens, their vegetables, and 
their fruits to cultivate; and^this being a sign of 
prosperity — none now baked their own bread, regard- 
ing it aa a loss of time. Even the children were busy 
watching the sheep and cattle. 

" But, monsieur, it was necessaiy to keep np the 
industrial impetus, and bring fresh fuel to its hearth. 
The village had as yet no perennial industry which could 
lead to commercial pi'odiiction, and so necessitate large 
transactions, an exchange, and a market. It is not 
enough for a community to lose none of the wealth it 
may possess, and which forms its capitaL You cannot 
increase its well-being by merely making its money 
change hands within its own limits in the game of pro- 
duction and consumption, however skilfully you may 
play it. The solution of the problem is not to he found 
there. When a region of countrj' is fiillj- developed 
and ite products balance ita coneumption, it must, bo as 
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to create (Vesh pro8[>erily anO increase the public wealth, 
make exchanges with otber markets, which will give it 
a eteacly commercial capitaL This principle has ulwa\'3 
led the States that are without tcrritoiial hasis, &ueh as 
Tjre, Carthage, Venice, llollaod, and England, to seiao 
upon the commerce of tvaiisportation. I looked about 
me ill our little sphere for some analogous opening, so 
as to bring about a third perioti of commercial activity. 
Oar prosperity, which so far was scarcely apparent to 
a superficial eye, was to me alone truly astonishing. The 
inhabitants, who have insensibly grown into a populous 
community, have not been able to judge of the move- 
ment while participating in it. 

"At the end of the seventh year I met with two for- 
eigners, — the real benefactors of this village, whioh 
Ihey will, perhaps, metamorphose into a town. One is 
a Tyrolese of remarkable cleverness, who makes shoes 
for the country-people, and boots tor the fasliionable 
society of Grenoble better than any Parisian workman 
can make Ihem. Ilewasa poor wandering musician, — 
one of those industrious Germans who turn their hand 
to anything, and can make tlie tool as well as the work, 
the music as well as the instrument, lie chanced to 
stop at this village on liia way from Italy, through which 
he had travelled, singing and working as he went. He 
asked if any one needed shoes. They sent him to me. 
I ordered two pairs of boots, for which he made the 
lasts. Surprised at his clever workmanship, 1 ques- 
tioned him. I found him careful in his replies ; his 
manners, hia face, all confirmed the good opinion I 
was inclineii to form of him. I proposed that he should 
take up his abode in the village, and I promised to 
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I help his basiness to the best of my nbility, Tn fact, 
I put quite a, large sum of money at Ills disposal. lie 
.ctreptcd. I had my own plana. Our liities were im- 
proved, aud we should be able after a time to eon- 
Hume them ourselves, by making boots and shoes at 
moderate prices, I now prepared to renew the basket 
experiment on a large scale. Chance had thrown in 
my way a remarkably industrious and sliilful workman; 
and it was mj' duty to secure him, and give the village 
a permanent and prorluetive ti-ade. The demand for 
boots and shoes naturally never slackens; and the 
manufacture is one whose least improvement is at once 
appreciated by the consumer. Fortunately, I was not 
mistaken, monsieur. We have to-daj- five tAnneries ; 
they di'ess all the hides of the department, and ai'e 
sometimes obliged to get their supply from Provence, 
Each of these tanneries has ila own mill. Well, raon- 
sienr, even these tanneries cannot furnish all the leather 
myTyrolese needs for his trade. At this moment he 
is employing forty workmen ! 

"The other man — the history of whose arrival is not 
less singular, but might seem tedious if I related it to 
you — is a common peasant who has found a way to 
make, at a lower price than is asked elsewhere, the 
broad-brimmed hats which are worn in this region of 
country. He now exports them into the neighboring 
departments, and even into Switzerland and Savnie. 
These two indnstries, both inexhaustible sources of 
prosperity, provided the district keeps up their quality 
and keeps down their price, suggested to me the idea 
of founding three yearly fairs. The prefect, amazed at 
in- industrial progress, seconded my efforts to obt^iin 
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the royal order for their institution. Last j-ear the three 
fairs were held for the first time ; and already they are 
tailed, even as far as Savoie, the Uat-and-Shoe fair. 

'' Hearing of Ibese events, the head-clerk of a rotary 
in Grenolile, a poor yoong man of edncation and a hard 
worker, to whom Miidemoiselle Gravier is engaged, 
went to Paris and petitioned for the right to open a 
notary's office in the village ; his request was gi-auted. 
As the practice cost him nothing, he was able to build 
himself a house opposite to that of the justice of tlie 
peace, on the public square of the new town. We now 
hold a weekly market, where ^uite a large business in 
cattle and wheat is done. Nest year, an apothecaiy 
will probably settle here ; then a clockmakcr, a furni- 
tnre-dealer, a stationer, — in short, all those who supply 
the superfluities of hfe. We may end by taking on the 
airs of a little town and building middle-class houses. 
Tlie education of ideas has so far advanced that I met 
with no opposition when I proposed in the common 
council to repair and decorate the church, to build a 
new parsonage-house, to mark oflT a fine fair-ground 
and plant it with trees, and lay out the village itself on 
a plan which should, at some future lime, give us healthy, 
airy streets with frequent oiienings. 

"This, monsieur, is liow we have come to have nine- 
teen hundred households instead of a hundred and Ihirtj'- 
seven ; three tliousand horned cattle instead of eiglit 
hundred ; and, in place of seven hundred souls, a village 
population of over two thousand, — three thousand, 
counting the inhabitants of the wliole >'aHey. Within 
the district, we have twelve rich families, a hundred 
wlio are well-to-do, and two hundred who are prosper- 
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ing. The rest live by their labor. All know how to 
read and write ; and we send eeventeen siibsL'i'iptiona 
to different newspapers. Tou will etill see many unror- 
tiinate persous among us; I do, indeed, see too ninny 
of tiiem ; bnt, at least, no one begs, and there is work 
for all. I tire two hoi'scs a day in attending to the sirk ; 
and I can now ride where I please, at all bom's and 
without risk, ronnd a radius of fifteen miles : if any one 
■were to Are a fihot at mo lie would not live live minutes. 
The silent affection of the inhabitants of this valley is 
all that I have personally gained by these ehanges, be- 
yond the pleasure of hearing a contented people say. in 
joyous tones, as I pass them : — ' Good-day, Monsieur 
Benassis.' Yon will readily understand that the un- 
sought profits which have come to mo from my model 
farms are to me a means, and not a result." 

"If there were some man in every district to take 
pattern l>y you," cried Genestas, with enthusiasm, 
"France would indeed be great, and able to snap its 
fingers at all Europe I " 

" AU, well ! — I have kept you here too long," said 
' it is almost night. Lut us go to dinner." 



The doctor's house on the garden side has a facade 
with five windows to each story. There is a ground- 
floor, with one story above it, and a tiled roof with pro- 
ji'cling dormer windows. Green blinds contrast with 
the gray tones of the wall, from end to end of which 
a grape-vine runs hctween the two tiers of windows, 
like a frieze. At the haae of the wall, a few Bengal 
rose-bushes lead a melancholy life, — half-drowned at 
es by the rainfall from the roof, wLicb has no gutter. 
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As you enter the house, by a large landiug at the foot of 
the Htaira whicli forma au antechamber, a aalott with ibiir 
windows, two on the courtjanl and two on the ganlcn, 
opens to the right. This room, doubtless the cause of 
iriudi economy and the object of many hopes on tlie 
part of the deceased vicar, has a parquet floor, nml a 
Ijanellud wainscot, and is hung with tapestries of the 
seventeenth centuiy. The large and small arm-cbairs, 
covered with silk damask embroidered with flowers of 
another color, the gilded hraneli cnndlestieks of old 
date which ornanienled the mantel-shelf, and the cur- 
tains with their beavy tassels, all proclaimed the opu- 
leoce of the late curate. Benassis had BU])plemented 
the furniture, which was not without distinction, bj' two 
pier-tables of wood carved in wreaths, placed opposite 
to each other between the windows at both ends of the 
room, and by an old clock inlaid with brass, wliieli 
decorated the chimney-piece. The doctor himself rarely 
used this salon, which exhaled the damp odor common 
to rooms that are always sliut up. The deceased vicar 
still pervaded the atmosphere, and the peculiar smell of 
his tobacco seemed to issue from the corner of the fire- 
place where he had been in the haliit of sitting. Two 
large sofas were symmetrically placed on either side of 
the hearth, where thei'e had 'wen no fire since Monsieur 
Gravier's visit until to-day, when it was bright with the 
dear flames of the pine-logs. 

"The evenings are cold," said Benassis; "a ftre 
looks ebeerriU." 

Goneslas, who had grown thoughtful, was beginning 
to understand the doctor's indifference to the every-day 
things of life. 
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" Monsieur," he said, " you liave the true spirit of & 
citizen ; I am surpi^sed Ibat atler accomplishing so much 
you have not attempted to enlighten tlie government." 

Benassia laughed, thongli gently, and with some Ead- 

" Write a treatise on the best way of civilizing France 
— is that what j^ou mean?" he said. -'Monsieur Gra- 
Tier has already suggested it. Alas! nothing enligbt- 
ena a government ; and of all governments the one least 
suseeptible of enlightenment is the one that thinks itself 
created to shed light. No doulit what we have done 
for this district ought to be done by all other niayoi's ; 
by the nuinicipal officers foi- their cities, by Ibe sub- 
prefeeta for their arroudissements, by the prefects for 
the departments, by the prime-minister for Trance, — 
eaeh in his own spliere of action. Where I have taught 
my people to make a road Ave miles long, some miglit 
Gonsti'uct a great highway, others a canal. Ju.'<t as I 
encouraged the manufacture of peasants' bats, a minis- 
ter might release France fi'om the industrial yoke of 
foreigners by encouraging elockmakers, and bringing 
to perfection our own iron and steel manufactuivs, our 
files and smelting- pots, and by the cultivation of silk 
and indigo. In the mutter of commerce, encouragement 
docs not mean protection. A nation's true policy is to 
relieve itself of paying tribute to other nations, but to 
do BO withont the humiliating assistance of custom- 
houses and prohibitory laws. Manufacturing industry 
depends solely on itself; competition is its life, i'l'o- 
teet it, and it goes to sleep ; it dies from monojioly as 
well as from the tariff. The nation that snocecda in 
making all other nations its vassals, will be thii one 
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wliich Grst proclaima commercial lilwrty; it will have 

enough manufacluring power to supply its proilactiona 
at a cbea[>er price tlian those of its rivals. France can 
attain this result much better than England, for France 
alone haa sufficient territory to maintain her agricnltiiral 
products at prices which will keep down the rate of 
wages, ' The French government ought to bear this in 
mind ; it is, in fact, the whole question of modei'u poli- 
ties. My dear sir, these qnestious have not been the 
object of ray life: the tasks I have taitJily token up 
Canie to me accidentally. 

" Jloreover, sueh things are too simple to be called a 
science ; they have notiiing dazzling or theoretical about 
them ; they are so unlucky as to be merely nseful. 
Itesidcs, labor cannot be hurned. To attain success 
we must get up every morning with the same quantum 
of courage ; a courage which looks easy and yet is rare, 
the courage of a teacher, repeating day after day the 
Bame lesson, — the least rewarded of all forma of cour- 
age. We bow witii j-espect before a man who, like you, 
has shed his blood ii|K)n a battle-field, but we sneer at 
other men who slowlj- consume the fire of their lives in 
saying over aud over again the same thing to children 
of the same age. To do good in obscurity offera no 
temptation to any one. Civic virtue, which led the great 
men of former days to do service to the State, and made 
them willing to take the lowest rank if they could not 
have the higliest, is lacking to our generation. The 
disease of the present day is suiieriority. There ai'e 
more saints than niches; and the reason is obnous. 
Losing the monarchy we lost honor ; losing the religion 
of our futhers we lost the Christian virtues ; aud through 
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our fruitless nttcmpta at government we have lost pa- 
triotism. Tiioac pi'inctples, instead of inRpiring llic 
masses, no longer exist, — except, indeed, partiully ; for 
ideas never die. To support sociutj', Uiere is io these 
daya no otlier prop tliaa selflshneas. ludividuala be- 
lieve only in ttiemsclvca. The futtii-e is man and Ids 
social existence; we no longer see anjtliing beyond 
tliat. Tlie great man who shall save ua from the ship- 
wreck toward whieh we are hastening will doubtless 
make use of that spirit of individualism to reform the 
nation ; meantime, while awaiting such regeneration, we 
are in an age of self- interests and materialism. The 
latter word brands society. We are all tieketed. not 
according to wbat we are, bnt according to wbat wo 
have. A man of energy in shirt-sleeves wins little or no 
recognition. This sort of estimate rules in the govern- 
ment. A minister sends a pnltry medal to a sailor who 
saves a* dozen lives at the peril of his own, bnt he bo- 
stows the cross of honor on a deputy who sells him a 
vote. Woe to the country thus constituted I Nations, 
like individuals, derive their vigor from noble senti- 
ments only. The senllmenta of a people arc their be- 
liefs. In these days, instead of beliefs we have nothing 
but self-interests. If each man thinks only of himself, 
and puts faith in himself alone, where will you find civic 
courage? — since the very condition of that virtue is the 
abnegation of self. Civic courage and militarj- courage 
come from one and the same principle. Ton are called 
upon to give your life's blood at a moment's notice ; ours 
is |K>nred ont drop by drop. On either side, the same 
Btrnggic under different forms. If we wish to civilize 
the humblest corner of the earth it is not enough bj be 
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an honest or a vtitaoua man ; we must be educated : 
hut education, instruction, uprightness, patriotism, are 
nothing witliout will, — the Arm will with wUii:h a man 
must detach liimseit' from aell'-interest and consecrate his 
powers to a social ttiought. France can boast of more 
than one educated man, more than one patriot in each 
district ; but I am certain there is not in every district a 
man who adds to tliose pi-ecions qualities a steady will, 
and a pertinacity like that of a blacksmith as iie beats 
out his iron. The man who destroys and the man who 
builds up are equally the phenomena of will : oiie pre- 
])ares, tlie other auhieves the worlt; the first appears 
lilce tlie genius of evil, the second like the genius of 
good; to tbe one, glory; to the other, oblivion. Kvil 
has a piercing voice which wakes the vulgar soid and 
fills it with admiration ; good is long silent. Human 
self-love chooses tlie brilliant career. A work of peace, 
a humble work accomplished without self-seeking, can 
never be other than accidental, — at least, until education 
has changed the social principles of France. When 
these principles are changed, when we are all great 
citizens, shall we not become, in spite of the comfort of 
our easy lives, the most wearying and the most wearied, 
the least artistic, and the most unhappy people on the 
face of the earth? It docs not concern me to answer 
these questions ; I am not the head of the nation, 

"Apart from these considerations, there are other 
difficulties which prevent the government from having 
fixed priuciples. Moreover, in the matter of civilization 
nothing is absolute, ideas which suit one nation are 
dangerous to another ; there are regions of intelligence, 
aa there are of soil. If we have had many bad govern- 
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menta, it is because governmeDt, like taste, emanates 
originally from a very high and a very pure sentiment. 
Genius in tlib direction comes fj-om a tendency of the 
soul, anil not from a science. No one can really meas- 
ure Uie acts or the tliougiita of an administrator; his 
true Judges are far removed from him ; the results of bis 
administration are further etilL Thus every one can 
Btj'le bimseir an administrator lyithout running much 
risk. The species of seduction which intellect exercises 
in France inspires great respect for men of ideas ; but 
ideas are worth little nbero only will is needed. 

" Besides, government does not consist in imposing 
ideas or methods more or less useful upou the masses, 
but in giving safe direction to the good or evil ideas 
of those masses, thns making them conduce to the 
general good. If the prejudices and fixed hahits of a 
country lead to evil, tiic iuhahitnnts will thcmselv-ca 
abandon the errors. Do not all errors in rural, politi- 
cal, or domeatio economy lead to losses which self- 
interests rectify in the long run ? Here, in tins district, 
I had the luck tQ_£jii » ia^ftfe rewo. By my advice, 
thffearth has been well cultivated ; but there had been 
no previous mistakes in agriculture, and the soil was 
good ; it was therefore easy for me to inti'oduce culti- 
vation with five successions of ci'opa, grass, clover, and 
potatoes. My agricultural systfitn rubbed agaiuat no 
prejudices. No worthless plougiishares were in use, as 
in some parts of France ; here the hoe sufficed for the 
little tillage that was done. The wheelwright had an 
interest in crj'ing up my wheel- plough a, because they 
threw work in his way ; thus be became my confederate. 
But in this, as in other things, 1 always sought to draw 
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the intorest!) of the one within the interests of the manj-. 
Soon 1 advanced from productions which served the 
imiuediate wants of a poor coramiinity to otlier produc- 
tions, which increased their comfort and well-heing. I 
never drew in fi^om the outer to the inner i and I only 
encouraged exportations which were certain to enrich 
tlie people, — tlie profits of which could be seen at a 
glance. The people who made them were my ajwatlcs, 
and spread my gospel hy their own acta, and without 
being aware of it, 

" Then there 's another consideration. Here we are, 
fourteen miles from Grenoble; and the vicinity of a 
great town offers many an opening for productions. All 
districts are not at the gates of a large city. In every 
effort like this of mine, we must consider the character 
of the regiou, its situation, its resources ; we must study 
soil, men, and things, and beware of planting vines 
in Normandy. So, you see, iiotliing is more variable 
than the conditions of government ; in fact, very few 
general principles can belong to it. Law is uniform ; 
customs, soils, and intellects are not: government is 
the art of applj*ing law without injury to interests; 
therefore, its working must be local. On the other side 
of the mountain at whose feet our deserted village lies, 
it is impossible to uao wheel-ploughs, for there is no 
depth of earth ; well, if the mayor of that distiict had 
tried to imitate our methods, he would have ruined his 
community. I advised him to make vineyards, and 
last year that little region had au excellent grape- 
baivest; he exchanges bis wine for our wheat. 

■' And then, loo, I have stood well with the people to 
whom I preached ; we were always in close relations to 
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each other, I cured my peasantiy of their ailments, — 
always easy to cure, for tile chief point is to restore the 
natural strength by substantial food. Country people, 
either from thrift or indigence, live so badly that their 
miiladies come chiefly from their penury ; aa a geaerul 
thing they are healthy. Wlien I resolveil, solemnly, to 
take up this life of obscure resignation, I hesitated long 
whether to make myself a curate, a eonntiy doctor, or a 
justice of the peace. It is not without reason, my dear 
monsieur, that the three black gowns, priest, lawyer, mid 
doctor, are proverbially classed together ; one stanciies 
the wounds of the sonl, another those of the purse, 
the third those of the body ; they represent society in 
its three chief aspects of existence, — conscience, proi>- 
erty, and health. Formerly the first, subsequently the 
second, were the State itself. Those who preceded ua 
on tills cnrtli thought, possibly with reason, that the 
priest — the guide of ideas — ought to be the sole gov- 
erning power ; he was king, pontiOT, judge. But in those 
days aU was faith and conscience. To-day, this is 
changed ; and we must take our epoch for such as it is. 
"Well, I think that the progress of civilization and the 
well-being of the masses ilepcuda on the three profes- 
sions. They are the powers which directly lead the 
people to feel the result of actions, of interests, and of 
principles, — the three great results produced within a 
nation by events, by property, and by ideas. Time 
goes on, and brings changes ; properties increase or 
diminish, Alt things must be ruled by such mutations ; 
out of it comes the principle of order. To civilize com- 
mnnities, to create production, we must bring the masses 
to understand how it is that individual interests are one 
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with national intei-eBts, which resolve themselves into 
actions, interests, and principles. The three profes- 
aioDs, handling, as they necessarily do, these human 
results, seem to be, iu our day, the greatest levei-a of 
civilization ; they alone offer eonstautlj' to the man of 
character an efticacious means of ameliorating the con- 
dition of the poorer classes, — with which they are in 
perpetual relation. 

"The peasant, liowever, would rather listen'to the 
man who prescribes for his hoAy than to tlie pi'iest wlio 
discourses on the salvation of his soul. The one can talk 
to him about the laod lie cultivates, the other is obliged 
to converse of heaven, about which he is in these days, 
unfortunately, little intei-csted. I say unfortunately, 
for the doctrine of & future life is not only a consola- 
tion but a proper means of government la not religion 
the only power that can uphold social laws ? France 
has recently vindicated God. When religion was done 
away with, the government was forced to set up the 
Terror to compel the enforcement of the laws ; but it 
was only human terror, and it passed away. 

" Well, monsieur, when a peasant is ill and nailed to 
a sick-bed, or convalescent, he is forced to listen to 
reason and argument ; and he will understand both if 
presented clearly. That was the thought that made a 
doctor of me. I reckoned with my peasantry and for 
them I I gave them 01113- bucIi adnce aa would be cer- 
tain in its effects, and would therefore constrain them 
to recognize the sonndnesB of my views. With peas- 
ants, it is essential to be infallible. Infallibility was 
the making of Napoleon ; it would have made a god of 
him if the uui\er3e had not resounded with his fall at 
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Waterloo. If Mohammed was able to create a religion 
after conquering a third of the glohe, it was heeauee he* 
concealed from tlie world the spectacle of his death. To 
the vill^o mayor and tlie groat eon(]neror the same prin- 
ciple applies ; the nation and the district are of the same 
flock, the breed ia the same, I was rigorona towards thoae 
I was forced to help with money ; if I had not shown 
firmness thej' would all have scotFed at me. Peasants, 
qnito as often as men of the world, end by making light 
of those whom they cheat. To be duped is to be weak ; 
strength governs all things. I have never demanded a 
pennj" of any one for my medical services, unless from 
those who are knqwn to be rich ; but I have left no one 
in ignorance of the proper price of them. I never give 
away medicines, unless the sick person is indigent. If 
my peasantry do not pay me, they at least know the 
amount of their debt ; sometimes they ease their con- 
Bcienco by liringhig me oats for my horses, or wheat, 
when it is not too dear. If the miller were to oSer me 
only a few eels for my sei'viocs, I should tell him he was 
generous for so trifling a matter. Such politeness bears 
JVnits ; in winter he will give me a few sacks of flour for 
the poor. All I monsionr, tliose people have hearts if 
wc don't blight them. I hs.\ii come to think more of 
good and less of evil than I used to." 

"But I'ow must have sorely tased yourself ?" said 
GcDcstas. 

" 1 1 not at all," answered Beiiassis. " It gave me 
no more trouble to say a useful thing than to talk non- 
sense. Meeting them as I did, tuikiug and laughing 
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At first, they did not listen to me. I had their 
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pi-ejudiees and rppugnances to combat; I was a hour- 
geois, and to their miads a bourgooiB was ati enemy. 
That sort of cranity amuecd me. Between the doing of 
good and the doing of evil, there 's but one difference, — 
a conscience at peace or the reverse ; the trouble re- 
mains the same. If rascals chose to behave well, they 
would eud by being milllonnairea instead of being 
hanged; that's the whole of it — " 

"Monsieur!" cried Jacquotte, "the dinner is get- 
ting cold." 

"Monsieur," said Genestas, catching the doctor by 
the arm, "I have only one remark to offer on what I 
have just heard. I know nothing about the wars of 
Mohammed, and so I cannot judge of hia military 
talents ; but if yon had seen the Emperor mancEUvring 
the campaign io France you would have taken him for 
a god ; and if he was vanquished at Waterloo, it was 
because he was more than mau ; he was too mighty for 
earth and the earth gave way under him, — that is how 
it was. In other respects I am heartily of your o[iinion 
in all things ; and, tliuuder of heaven ! the mother nho 
bore yon did n't waste her time." 

"Come!" said Benassis, smiling, "let us go to 
dinner." 

The dining-room was panelled throughout, and painted 
gray. The i\irniture consisted of a few straw ehaira, a 
buffet, some cupboards, a stove, the famous clock of 
the deceased curate, and white enitainsat the windows. 
The table, covered with a white cloth, bore no signs 
of luxury, and the crockery was of common earthen- 
ware. The soup, made after a recipe of the Inte master, 
was the strongest broth that ever a cook could s 
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I and boil down, TUe doctor and hia guest had hardly 
entea it, when a man ahniptly entered the kiu-hcn, and 
in Bpite of Jacquotte, made a, sudden irruption into tho 
\ dining-room. 

' Well, wbat is it?" asked the doctor. 
' Wby, it's this, monsieur; our good woman. Ma- 
' dame Vigneau, has turned quite white, — so white that 
are all frightened." 

■'Well," said Benossis, cheerfully, "then I shall 
have to go." 

e. In spite of the doctor's remonstrances, 
Genestas, flinging down bis napkin, swore in soldier 
fashion that lie would not stay at table witbout his host, 
and returned to the salon to warm himself, thinking all 
tlie while of the wrutobedncaa inevitably to be met 
with in every state of ViSa to which man is subject bere 
below. 

Benossis soon returned, and the two friends once 
more sat down to table. 

" Taboureau came to speak to you just now," said 
Jacquotte to her master, bringing in the diabes which 
e had kept hot. 

" Wbo is ill at his place?" asked the doctor. 
" No one, monsieur ; he wanted to consnit you about 
' his affairs, he said ; he ia coming hack again," 

'Very good. This Taboureau," resnmed Benassia, 

I addressing Genestaa, "is to me a perfect treatise on 

I philosophy. Study him attentively when he comes ; he 

can't fail to amuse you. He used to be a day-laborer, 

— a worthy man, thrifty, eating little, and working 

much. As soon as the fellow had a few crowns of bis 

I own, his intellect began to develop. He caught the 
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ideas that I was imprcsaiag on tbe district, aud tried 
to profit by them for bis own ailvaDtage. In eigbt 
yeara he has made a fortune, — really a large fortune 
in a community like tliig. Probably be is worth forty 
thousand francs. I'll give yoti twenty guesses as to 
how he made that money, and you will never find out. 
He ia a usurer, — a thorough -going usurer ; and his 
usury is ho part aud parcel of the interests oF the peo- 
ple of this distriet that I should simply waste my lime 
if I tried to undeceive Ihein as to tlie advantages wbioli 
they think they get from their deahngs with him. 
"When this devil of a fellow saw them all tilling their 
lands, he went to the adjoining districts and booght 
grain, to supply theae poor people witli tlie various 
kinds of seed they needed. Here, as elsewhere, the 
peasantry, and even some of the farmers, never have 
the cash to pay for their seeds. To some Master Ta- 
boureau lent a sack of barley, to be returned by a eack 
of rj'e after tbe harvest ; to others a aetier, that is, 
about nine bushels of wheat, to be repaid by a sack of 
flour. Hy man now cai'riea on this singular sort of 
commerce all over the department. If nothing balks 
him, he ia likely to make a million. Well, my dear 
monsieur, as a day-laborer Talwureau used lo be a 
worthy fellow, good-natui'ed, obhging, and willing to do 
a band's turn for any one who asked him ; but now, 
in proportion to his gains. Monsieur Taboureau has 
progressed and grown wrangling and insolent. The 
richer be becomes, the worse he gets. As soon as 
a peasant passes from a simple life of labor to an 
easy life, or to the ownership of landed property, he 
grows unbearable. He forms a class which is half- 
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TirtaOBB, halfrvicious, half-educated, half-ignorant, 
which will alwaya be the despair of goveriimeDts. 
You will see a little of the spirit of this clasa in Tahon- 
reaii,- — & Biraple-miniled man to all appcarauce, even 
illiterate, but certainly deep and de\'er as regai-ds his 
own interests." 

The sound of a heavy step announced the approach 
of the usurer in grains. 

"Come in, Taboureau!" cried Bcnassis. 

Thus prepared by the doctor, the captaia loolied at 
the peasant, and saw a thin man, much bent, with a 
projecting forehead, and many wrinkles. The sunken 
face was pierced by a pair of small gray eyes touched 
with black. The usurer's lips were tightly closed, and 
the sharp chin was thnist up to meet a nose that was 
sarcastically hooked. His higli cheek-bones showed 
tlie lines and cracks which denote a rambling life and 
the craftiness that cornea of an illicit business. His 
hair was already turning gray. Ho wore a blue jacket 
that was quite clean, whose square pockets stuck out 
&om both hips, and whose open front showed a while 
waistcoat with a flowery pattern. He planted himself 
squarely on his legs, leaning on a stick with a knobby 
end. A little spaniel followed him into tlie room, in 
defiance of Jacquotte, and lay down beside him. 

"Well, what is it?" asked Benassis. 

Taboureau looked suspiciously at the unknown per- 
sonage who was sitting at tlie doctor's table, and 
said, — 

" It is not a case of illness, monsienr le maire ; bnt 

you know how to heal the wounds of the purse, as well 

those of the body ; and I 've come to consult yoa 
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about a little diOlcuIty I Ve had with a man at Saint- 
Laurent." 

" Wty don't you go to the jastice of the pence, or 
his clerk?" 

" Eh I tecanse you are so mncli cleverer ; and I 'm 
more sore of my affair if I can get your approbation." 

" My clear Tahoureau, I am glad to give my medical 
advice, gratia, to tlie poor; but I shall not examine 
into the affairs of a mau as rich as you are for nothing. 
It costs something to get iiold of science." 

Taboureau twisted his cap. 

" If you want ray adviee, which will save you the 
coppers you would otherwise have to lay out in con- 
sulting the lawyers at Grenoble, you must send a sack 
of Sour to the Martin woman who takes care of the 
children from the hospital." 

"Well, to be sure, monsieur; I'll do that with 
pleasure, if jou say tt is necessary. Can I state my 
business without disturbing monsieur?" he added, giv- 
ing a glance at Genestas. " Weil, then, monsieur," he 
resumed, at a nod from the doctor, " two months ago, 
a man from Saint-Laui-ent came to see me. 'Tabou- 
reau,' he said, ' could you sell me twelve hundred and 
fifty bushels of barley?' 'Why not?' I answered, 
'that's my business; do you want them at once?' 
' No,' he said, ' early in March, for the spring- so wing.' 
' Very good,' I said. Then we set about discussing the 
price ; and having drunk his glass, he agreed to pay 
me the then market price for barley in Grenoble, and I 
was to deliver the grain in March, — less the storage 
waste, of coiu^e. But, my dear monsieur, barleys 
have gone up and up, till they 've boiled over like a 
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kettle o' milk. Being pressed for money, I've sold all 
my barley — natural enough, wasn't it, monsieur?" 

'No," said Bcnassis ; "that barley was no longer 
yours; it was left in your care. If barley had gone 
down in value, would n't you have compelled your pur- 
ehaaer to pay the price he had agreed upon ? " 

" But, monsieur, perhaps he would n't have paid it ; 
we must swim with the stream, you knovr. A mer- 
chant ought to make Lis profit when he can. After nil, 
goods are not yours till you 've paid for them ; ia n't 
that true, monsieur I'offlL'ier? — for I see plainly that 
you have served in the army." 

"Tabonrean," said Bcnassis gravely, "misfortunes 
will overtake you. Sooner or later, God punishes evil 
actions. How can so intelligent and capable a man as 
you, a man who knows exactly what he is about, set such 
an example of dishonesty to this district? If yon carry 
on such proceedings, how do you expect the poor Colka 
to keep honest, and not rob you in return? Your 
workmen wUl flich part of the time they owe you, and 
that will demoralize others. You arc wrong. That 
barley was as good as delivered. If the man from 
Saint-Lauront had carried it away you couldn't have 
got it back. You therefore sold something that did 
not belong to you. Tlie barley, by the teroig of your 
agreement, had already been converted into money. 
But go on." 

Genestas threw a glance of intelligence at the doctor 
to make him observe the man's immo^'ability. Not a 
fibre of hia face quivered at the reprimand, his brow 
had not flushed, hia small eyes were calm. 

Listen to me, Taboureau. Deliver that barley at 
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once, or you will lose the respect of everybody. Even 
if your pockeU gain by sucli conduct, yon will bo held 
up as a maa without faith or deceDcy, without honesty, 
without houor — " 

^'Go on, don't be afraid; tell me I'm a knave, a 
rascal, a thief. They say those things in business, 
monsieur le maire, without oSence. In business, don't 
you see, every man 's for himself." 

" Well, then, wby do you voluntarily put yourself in 
a position to deserve sucb terms? " 

"But, monsieur, if the law is on my side — " 

"The law is not on your side." 

"Are you sure of that, monsieur, — sure, quite sure? 
It's an important matter, don't you see." 

"Of course 1 am sure. If I were not at dinner, I 
would read you the Code. If you go to law about it 
you will lose your case ; and you will never set foot 
within my doors again. I will not receive persons I 
don't respect. Do you heaj: me? yoa will lose your 



" Nay, nay, monsieur ; I sha'n't lose it,'' said Ta- 
boureau. " Look here, monsieur le maire, it 's the Saint- 
Laurent man that owes me the barley ; it 's I who 
bought it from him; and it's he who won't deliver it. 
I wanted to be quite certain that I should win the case 
before I went to the sherifi" and involved mj'aelf in 



Genestas and the doctor looked at each other, trying 
to hide their surprise at the clever trick of the man to 
I get at the judicial truth of the matter. 

Well. Taboureau, your man keeps bad faith, and 
had ttettcr not deal with such persons." 
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" Ah, monaiear 1 but they undei'stand basiness." 

"Good-day to you, Taboureau." 

" Yonr servant, monsieur le maire, and company," 

" Well," said Benassis, when the usurer had disap- 
peared, " don't you believe that in Paris a man like tliat 
would soon be a millionnaire?" 

Dinner over, the doctor and his giiest returned to 
the salon, where thoy talked for the rest of the even- 
ing on war and politics, in the course of which conver- 
sation Genestas manifested the most violent antipathy 
to Englishmen. 

"Monsieur," said his host, "may I know whom I 
have the honor to receive as my guest? " 

"My name ia Pierre Bluteau," answered Genestas. 
" I am a captain at Grenoble." 

"Very good, monsieur. Do you wish to follow the 
same system as Monsieur Gravicr? He liked, after 
breakfast, to accompany me on my rounds through the 
neighborhood. I am not sure that you will take much 
interest in the matters which occupy me, for they are 
very commonplace | you are neither the owner of pro]> 
erty nor the mayor of a village, and you will ace noth- 
ing in this district that yon have not seen elsewhere, — 
all cottages look alike. However, you will get the air, 
and it gives an object to your ride — " 

" Nothing could please me better than your proposal. 
I feared to make it myself lest yoa should think mo 
troubleaome." 

Captain Genestas — to whom we shall continue to 
give his own name instead of his crafty alias — was 
ushered by his host iuto a bedroom on the second floor, 
over the salon. 
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" Good 1 " exclaimed Bcnasais ; "Jacqiiotte has lighted 
your Are. If there is anythiiig you want, the bell-rope 
ie close to the bed's head." 

"I don't believe I shall want anj-thiog," aaid Genes- 
I tas, " Here is oven a boot-jaok. One needs to be an 
■ old trooper to know the value of that article. In war- 
times, monsieur, I 've known it happen that one would 
almost burn down a houBe to get at a boot-jack. After 
a long march, and specially after an engagement, the 
feet swell so in the damp leather that no effort can get 
the boots off. I have had to sleep more tlian once with 
my boots on." 
The captain looked with some surprise about the 
I room, which was commodious, neat, and even hand- 
some, "What luxury!" he said. "I suppose j"ou 
I are as well lodged?" 

"Come and see," said the doctor. "I am your 

neighbor ; we are only separated by the staircase." 

Genestaa was a good deal surprised, on entering the 

[ doctor's quarters, to see a bare room, whose walls had 

fno other decoration than an old yellowish paper with 

I brown spots, discolored in places. The bed — of iron 

!■ coarsely varnished, and surmounted by a wooden pole 

I from which fell a pair of gray cotton curtains, at the 

Bide of which lay a shabby strip of threadbare carpet 

— resembled a hospital bed. At its head stood one 

of those night-tables with four legs, whose rolling front 

opens or shuts with a noise hke that of castanets. Three 

chairs, two armchairs made of straw, a chest of drawers 

I In walnut-wood, on which stood a very ancient basin 

[ and a water- pitcher, the cover of the latter being held 

J it by a leaden hinge, completed the furniture. The 
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hearth of the fireplace was cold ; ftud all the doctor'a 
shaving-thinga were scattered on the paiuted atone 
maDtel-sUeir, under an old miiTor, which was hanging 
by a bit of twine, Tlio tiled floor, neatly swept, wan 
worn and cracked and hollowed in several places. Gray 
cotton curtains, with green fringes, hung at the two 
windows. Everj'thing, even to the round table on whicli 
straggled a few papers, an inkstand, and some pens, — 
everything in this abode of simplicity, to whic;h the 
excessive neatness of Jact^uotte bestowed a sort of 
correction, gave the idea of a life tliat was half mo- 
nastic, indifferent to things, yet full of feelings, An 
open door enabled the captain to look into a study 
where the doctor, no donbt, seldom sat This room 
was in much the same state aa the bedroom. A 
few dusty books lay sparsely scattered about the dusty 
shelves, while rows of bottles and labelled phials sug- 
gested that pharmacy occupied more space there thau 



" You will ask mo why there is such a difference be- 
tween your room and mine," said Cenaasis. "Well, I 
have always folt asliamed of those who put their guests 
to sleep iu a garret, and give thorn such disfiguring 
looking-glasses tiiat when a man looks at liimsclf ho 
seems either larger or smaller than nature, eithur pallid 
and sickly or struck witli apoplexj-. We ought to try 
to make a friend's transient apartment as ^reeable aa 
possible ; don't yon think so? Hospitality seems to me 
as much a happiness and luxury as it is a virtue ; but 
under whatever aspect you consider it, not excepting 
that of its being a speculation, ought we not to display 
for fiiend and guest all the little caresses, the little 



r 
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cajoleries of life? To your room, therefore, belong the 
haodsome pieces of furniture, the warm carpet, the eur- 
taina, the clock, the candelabra, and the night-lamp ; 
you must have the wax candles, and Jacquotte's best 
attentions ; doubtless she has ah'eady brought you the 
new slippere, some milk, and a warming-pan. I hope 
you have never been more comfortably seated than you 
will be in the luxurious armchair, discovered I don't 
know where by the late curate. One thing is cei-tain ; if 
we wish to find patterns of all that is good, and bcauti- 
i>]l, and convenient we must have recourse to the Church. 
I hope that everything in your room will please you. 
You will iind some capital razors and good soap, and 
all the little accessories which make home-life so pleas- 
ant But, my dear Monsieur Bluteau, if my theories of 
hospitality do not fully explain the difference between 
your room and mine, you will understand the naked- 
ness of my quarters and the untidiness of my study 
to-morrow, when yon witness the incessant coming 
and going which takes place in my house. In the £rst 
place, my Jifo is not home-keeping; I am alwft3-s out. 
When I am in the house, the peasuntry come to see me 
at all hours, and I belong to them, body, soul, and 
chamber. Could I burden myself with the vexations 
of etiquette, or with those caused by the inevitable 
havoc those worthy people would hivoluutarily make 
among my things ? Luxury is only suitable in man- 
sions, castles, boudoirs, and the chambers of one 
friends. Indeed, I am only in the house to sleep, 
and therefore, what do 1 want with the trappings of 
wealth ? You don't know how indifferent I am to the 
things of life." 
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They bade each other a friendly good-night, and shook 
hands cordially as they parted. Before he slept, the 
captain made more than one reflection upon this man, 
who, hour by hour, was increasing in proportions to his 
mind. 
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CHAPTER n. 
o'ek hill and dale. 

The fHendsbip that every horseman feels for his 
Bleed led Genestaa early to the atable ; and ]io was well 
pleased witii the grooming Nicolle hatl bestowed upon 
Lis horse. 

"Up alreadj-, Captain Bluteau?" cried Benassis, 
who came to meet his guest. " You are a true soldier, 
and hear reveille wherever joti go, even in a viUago." 

"Are you well?" answered Gcnestas, stretching out 
liis haDd with a friendly motion. 

"I am never positively well," answered Benaasis, iu 
B tone that was hnlf-sad, half-merry. 

" Has monsieur slept well?" said Jauquotte to Gen- 
estas. 

"Faith, my beauty! you made my bed as if for a 
bride." 

Jacquotte smiled as she followed her master and the 
captain. After seeing them at tabic, she remarked to 
Kicolle, — 

" He 's a good fellow, all the same, that officer." 

" I should think so ! " said Nicolle, " he has given 
me forty sous, already." 

" We will begin by visiting two death-beds," said 
Benassis to his guest, as they left the dining-room. 
"Though doctors are not usually fond of coming face 
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to ftee with their victima, so-called, I shall take yon to 
two houses where yoa will be able to make a rather curi- 
ous observatioD on buman nature. You will there see 
two scenes which will prove to you how mueh a people 
living oc the mountains differ in the expression of their 
feeliugs from the dwellers on a plain. That portion of 
our district which lies on the upper slopes and summila 
preserves customs of an antique type, which vaguely 
recall the scenes of the Bible. There is, along this 
whole chain of mountains, a distinct line traced by 
nature, above which the aspect of everytliing changes. 
Above, is strength; below, cleverness and dexterity; 
above, noble sentiments; below, a perpetual i-ecollcc- 
tion of tlie material interests of life. Except (lie valley 
of Ajou, where the northern slopes are peopled willi 
idiots and the southern with an intelligent race, — two 
distinct populations separated only by a rivulet, yet 
dissimilar at all points, stature, carriage, pbysiognomj-, 
manners, customs, and OL'cupationa, ^ I have never 
seen these ditTerences more marked than they are here. 
This fact ought to compel all administrators of govei'u- 
mcnt to study locally tbc application of the laws. But 
the horses are ready, let us start." 

In a short time the riders reached a house which 
stood in a part of the village that faced tlie mountains 
of the Grande Chartreuse. At the door of this house, 
whose general appeai'ance was tolerably neat, they 
saw a cofBu covered with black cloth, placed on two 
chairs surrounded by four wax tapers ; and uear by, on 
a stool, a copper vessel filled with holy-water, in which 
lay a branch of box. Each person who entered the 
courtyard knelt beside the body, said a I'ater, and 
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Bprinkled & few drops of holy-water upon the bier. 
Above the black clotli rose the green tufts of a jasmine 
which grew beside tlie entrance ; and over the mouliliiig 
of the doorway ran tlie tortuous shoots of a grape-vine, 
already in leaf. A j'ouQg girl was sweeping the path 
before the house in obedience to tiiat vague desire fur 
adornment which all ceremonies, even the most mourn- 
ful, impart. The eldest son of the deceased, a young 
poasant twenty -two years of uge, was leaning motion- 
less against the casing of the doorway. His eyes were 
full of tears that did not fall, or perhaps he wiped them 
furtively away from time to time. At the moment when 
Benassis and Genestaa entered the courtyard, having 
fastened their horses to one of the poplars which stood 
outside the little wall, breast-high, above which they had 
taken note of the scene within, the widow was coming out 
of a cattle-shed, followed by a woman who carried a jug 
of milk. 

" Take courage, my good Pellotier," said the latter. 

" Ah, my good woman," replied the widow, " when 
one has lived twenty-five years with a man, it ia very 
hard to part with him ! " and her eyes filled with teara. 
"Are you going to pay me the two sous?" she added 
after a pause, holding out her hand. 

" To be sure! I forgot," said the other woman, tak- 
ing out the money. " Well, console yourself, neighbor. 
— Ah ! here is Monsieur Benassis I " 

" Well, poor mother; are you better?" asked tbo 
doctor.' 

" Aa for that, my dear monsieur," she aaid, crjing, 
" one has to keep about all the same. I say to myself 
that my man won't suffer any more, — and he did suffer 
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BO I But walk ID, gentlemen, Jacquoal put chairs for 
tlie gentlemen ; come I stir yonraelf. Blesa me I you 
won't bring j'onr Tallier back to life if you stanii Uiere 
a hundred jeara ! You Lave got to do double woik 

"No, no, my good woman," said Benassis, "let 
your son be quiet ; we don't intend to ait down. Toa 
have a lad there who will take care of you, and who 

is well able to replace iiis father." 

"Go and get dreaaed, Jacques," cried the widow; 
" they '11 be here to fetch you before long." 

"Well, good-by, mother," said Bcnaaaia. 

"Gentlemen, your aervant," ahe replied. 

" Here you aee death," aaid the doctor to Geneatas, 
as they rode away, " taken na an expected event, which 
doea not interfere with the ordinary life of the family. 
The people do not even wear mourning ; in the villages, 
either from poverty or thrift, thej' will not go to that 
expenae. Throughout theae valleys mourning ia never 
worn. Now, the wearing of mourning ia neither a ciia- 
tom nor a law : it ia eomething I>etter, — it ia au institu- 
tion derived from all lawa whose enforcement dcpeada 
on the one principle — moralitj-. Well, in apito of our 
efforta, neither Monaienr Janvier nor I have been alilo 
to make our peasantry underatand of what importance 
anch outward observanooa are to the maintenance of 
social order. These worthy folks, so lately emnnci- 
pated from their old thraldoma, are not quick to seize ■ 
the new ties which ought to bind them to these public 
principles. So far, they have got no further than the 
mdimeutary ideas which lead to order and physical 
well-being. Later, if any one continues my work, they 
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Trill come to understund principles which help to pre- 
sei-ve the rights of alt. (7t_ia not enough to be an up- 
right man, we must be seen to be one. Society does 
not exist on moral ideas only ; to last, it I'eqtiireB ac- 
tions that are in harmony with such idcaa. In most of 
the rural districts, out of every hundred families whom 
death deprives of their head, only a few, giOcd with 
lively sensibility, preserve a remembrance of the dead 
for any length of time ; the othei-a totally forget them 
before the end of the year. la not such foi^etfulneas 
a sore thing? Religion is the heart of a people ; it is 
the expression of their feelings, which it raises by giv- 
ing them an object. Without a God visibly worshipped, 
religion would not exist, and human laws would have 
little real vigor. Though the conscience belongs to God 
alone, the body falls under the social law ; therefore, is 
it not the beginning of atheism to efiace the outwai-d 
signs of religious grief, and not to exhibit forcibly to the 
eyes of children who cannot yet reflect — indeed, to 
the eyes of all who learn by example — the duty of obey- 
ing laws by a visible submission to tlie decrees of Prov- 
idence, who alHicts and consoles, and gives and takes 
away the blessings of lifi^^ 

" I confess that having passed through my period of 
scoffing and of scepticism, 1 have, here in this place, 
learned to understand the value of religious ceremonies, 
of family solemnities, and the importance of cci'tain 
nsagcs and celebrations around the domestic hearth. 
The base of all society must always Iw tlie familj'. 
There, where law and power take their rise, obedience 
should be taught. Seen in all their consequences, the 
family bond and paternal authority are two principles 
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which are stiU too little developed in our new legialative 
Bj-stem. (The familj', the diatrict, and tlie deportment 
represent our whole country. Laws should therefore be 
based on those three great divisions. In my opinion, 
the marriage of men and women, tlie birth of children, 
the death of fathers, cannot be euiTounded with too 
many observances. That whi(-h makes the strongtb of 
Catholicism, that which has rooted it so firmly in the 
manners and morals of the people, is precisely the 
splendor by which it associates itself with the solemn 
things of life, and surrounds thera with ceremonies, so 
simple and appealing, yet so grand whenever the priest 
rises to the height of his mission, and malies his office 
accord with the sublimity of Christian morality. For- 
merly I used to thinic the Catholic religion a mass of 
bigotry and superstition, cleverly manipulated, which au 
intelligent civUization ought to bring to justice; here, 
in this viUage, I have come to recognize both its politi- 
cal necessity and its moral usefulness ; here I have 
understood its power as expressed in the very name it 
bears. Religion means bond ; and surely worship — in 
other words, the expression of religion — constitutes 
the sole tie that can bind the social elements and give 
them a lasting form. Here, too, I have found the balm 
which religion pours into the wounds of hfe: without 
discussing the matter, I feel how admirably it harmonizes 
with the passionate nature and manners of the southern 
peopies^S 

" Take the other road," said the doctor, interrupting 
himself; " we are making for the upland. Tliere we 
iverlook two valleys, and you will have a fine 
Tiew. At a height of thi'ee thousand feet above the 
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Mediterranean we abftll see both Dauphin^ and Snvoie, 
the mountains of Lyonnais, and the llhone. We shall 
enter another district, a mountainous one, where you 
will see, at a farmhouse owned by Monsieur Gravier, 
the second scene that I spolte of, — certain local cere- 
monies which realize my idea of what ia due to the great 
events of life. In this disttict mourning is religionsly 
worn. The poor will even beg the means to buy blaek 
clothing ; and, under the circumstances, no one ever 
refuses to help them. A widow refers to her loss nearly 
every day, and always with tears ; ten years after her 
misfortune her feelings are as deep as on the morrow of 
the death. Manners and customs arc patriarchal ; the 
authority of the father is unlimited, — his word is lawi 
He eata alone, seated at the upper end of the table ; his 
wife and his cliildren wait upon him, and those around 
never address him without using certain formulas of 
respect. Such customs arc, to my mind, a noble edu- 
cation. The result is that ia this district the inhabi- 
tants are, as a general thing, upright, thrifty, 'and 
industrious. Every father of a family is in the habit of 
dividing his property equally among his children when 
old age renders him unfit for labor ; his children then 
support him. In the last century, an old man. ninety 
years of age, after making this division among his four 
children, spent three months of every year with each of 
them. When he left the eldest. to go to the youngest, 
a friend said to him, ' Well, are you satisfied?' 'Yes, 
truly,' replied the old man ; ' tJiey treat me as if I were 
their child.' That saying seemed so remarkable to 
an officer named Vauvenargues, a celebrated moralist 
then in garrison at Grenoble, that he repeated it in the 
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I nalonB of Pnris, where the tooi^hing words were hear(t 
and afterwarda pnUlished by a writer named Chamfort. 
In this Jislriut we 01*1611 hear saj'tngs that are even 
more strikiag, but thej lack blBtorians able to repeat 

" I have seen the Moravian brotherhoods, and the 
Lollards of Bohemia and Hungary," said Genestas ; 
"they are Christians who bear some resemblance to 
your mountaioecra. Those wortliy souls endure the 
miseries of war with the patience of angels." 

"Monsieur," replied the doctor, "simple manners 
and customs mast be nearly alike in all parts of the 
world. Truth has but one aspect. A country life may 
kill ideas, but it also weakens vice and develops vir~ 
tue. In fact, the less men congregate together, the 
fewer the crimes, the misdemeanors, the evil feelings 
we encounter. The purity of the air has much to do 
with the innoeency of morals." 

The two horsemen, who were riding at a foot-pace 
along a stony road, now reached the upland of which 
Benassis had spoken. This tract of ground tarns round 
the edge of a high peak of bare rock which overtops it, 
and on which there is not a vestige of vegetation. Tlie 
summit is gray, cleft on nil sides, abrupt and inaccessi- 
ble ; the fertile upland, hemmed in by rocks, stretches 
below this peak and forms an irregular terrace of about 
thirty acres in breadth. Towards the sontli, the eye 
takes in, through a wide notch, the French Manrienne, 
Dauphine, the crags of Savoie, and the mountains of 
Lyonnais. As Genestas gazed at the view, just then 
illuminated by the sunshine of a spring morning, cries 
of lamentation reached his ear. 
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"Come," Baid Benassia, "the 'Wail has begun.' 
"Wail 18 the name they give to this part of the funeral 
ceremonies." 

The soldier then perceived, on the western flank of 
the precipice, a large fann which forms a square enclo- 
sure. The arched gatewa}" of granite has an air of 
grandeur which the decaj' of its structure, the age of 
tlie trees that suri-ound it, and the plants which grow in 
its clefts, only enhance. The house itself is at the far- 
tlier end of the courtyard, on each side of which are 
barns, slicepfolds, stables, cattle-sheds and carriage- 
houses ; in the centre is a large pool where the manure 
lies rotting. Tliis yard, whose aspect in rich anil pop- 
ulous farms is usually so animated, was now silent and 
gloomy. The door of the poultry-yard was closed ; 
all the animals were shut up in their own quarters, 
whence their cries were scarcely heard. The stables 
and the sheds were carefully closeil. The path leading 
to the house had been swept, Such perfect order where 
disorder usually reigned, the lack of life and movement 
in BO noisy a place, the calm of the mountain, the 
shadow cast from the summit of the peak, all contribu- 
ted to affect the soul. Though Genestas was accus- 
tomed to sti'ong impressions, he was unable to restrain 
a shudder when he saw a dozen men and women ranged 
on either side the door of the gi'cat hall, crying aloud 
with terrible unanimity of intonation, "The Master 
isdeadI" — repealing it twice during the time it took 
him to walk from the" gateway to the house. When the 
cry ceased, loud moans came from the intei'ior, and the 
voice of a woman was heard through the windows. 
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' "I dare not iotiude upon such grief," aaid Geneataa 
to tbe doctor. 

"I alwaja visit the nfflieteij," nnewercd Benassia ; 
" partly to see that no bad offetta are caused by grief, 
and partly to give a ceilifluate of tbe death: j'oii eaa 
accompaDy me without seriiple. Besides, tbe scene is 
BO imposing and we sbull find sp many peraona present, 

I that you will not be noticed." 

As Geneatas followed the doctor, he saw that the 
first room was full of family relatjone. The two men 
passed through this asacmblage and placed tbeniselvea 
near tbe door of a bedroom, which opened into a great 
hall that served as kitchen and liviiig-rooin for the 

■ family, or we might rather eaj-, colony ; for tbe leiigtli 
of the table iudicated the Imbitual presence of about 

I forty persons. The arrival of Benassiii interrupted tha 
discourse of a woman of tall statui'e, plaiiily diesseiJ, 

I whose hair was dishevelled, and who held, witli nn olo- 

, qiicnt gesture, the hand of the dead man clasped tvitliiQ 
her own. Tbe latter, dressed in his beat elotbes, lay 
rigid on his bed, tbe curtains of wiiich had been dr.'iwn 
back. The ualm Tace, which told of heaven, and above 
all, tbe silvery hair, produced a scenic effect. On 
eitlicr side of the bed stood tbe eliitdren and the nearest 
relations of the marrietl pair. Each side of the fauiily 
kept its own place, — the relations of tbe wife to the ii'lt, 

I those of the husband to the right. Men and women were 
on their knees and praying ; most of tliem were weei>- 
ing. Wax tapers surrounded the bed. Tbe curate of 
the parish and hia clergy bad taken their station in the 
middle of tbe chamber beside an empty bier. It was a 
tragic sight to aeo the head of the family in presence 
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of the open co£Bn which was about to close on him 
forever. 

"Ah! my dear lord," said, the widow, poiutiug to 
the doctor, " if the acience of that good man could not 
save thee, it was written above that thou ahouldst pre- 
cede me to t!ie grave 1 Yes, this hand is cold that 
once pressed mine in friendship. I have lost, forever, 
mj' dear companion ; and our house has lost its pre- 
cious head ; for tliou wert indeed our guide I Alas ! 
all those who moiim with me have known the light of 
thine heart and the worth of thy presence ; hut I alone 
knew thy gentleness, thy palienee ! Oh, my husband 1 
my man! must I bid thee farewell — farewell to thee 
our prop, to thee my good master? We, Iby chikli-en, 
— for thou hast cherished all alike, — we have lost our 
fetber 1 " 

The widow threw herself npon the body, clasped it 
in her arms, bathed it with tears, warmed it with kisses, 
and while she did so the serving-folk cried out, — • 

"OoH Master is dead!" 

" Yes," resumed the widow, "he is dead. The well- 
beloved man who gave ns our daily bread, who planted 
and garnered for us, who watched for our happiness, 
who led us through life with an authority that was full 
of gentleness — he is dead ! I may sa}' it now in his 
presence, he never gave me a moment's giief ; he was 
goo<1, and strong, and patient ; when we tortured him to 
restore his precious health, the dear lamb said to us, 
' Leave me in peace, my children : all is useless,' in the 
self-same voice with which he had said, a few days 
earlier, ' AH is well with me, my friends,' Yes, great 
God I a few days have sufficed to lake away from us Ihe 
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Joy of onr home ; to darken oiir lives by closing the 
eyes of the best of men, the most upright, tbe moat 
venerated of men, — a man wbo had not hia equal at tbe 
plough ; who went fearlessly, by night and by day, upon 
the monutaius, and returned nltrays witli a smiic for uis 
wife and children. He was tbe loved of all. When he 
was absent, our hearth was sail ; we bad no appetite to 
eat. Alas ! how will it be witii us when our guardian 
angel is under ground, and wg see him no more? — 
no more, tny friends ! no more, my good relations ! no 
more, my children I Yes, my children have lost their 
good father ; our relations have lost tlieir good rela- 
tion ; my friends have lost a good friend ; and I have 
lost my all, for the house has lost its master ! " 

She took the hand of tbe dead, knelt down, the bet- 
ter to lay her face to bis, and kissed him. Tbe serving- 
people cried aloud tbree times, — 

" Tee Master is dead I " 

At that moment the eldest son approached his mother, 
and said, — 

"My mother, the people from Saint-Lnurent are 
approaching ; they will want wine," 

" Wy son," she answered in a low voice, quitting the 
solemn and grievous tone in which she bad given 
utterance to her feebngs, " take the keys ; from bence- 
fortli you are master here. See that all shall flnil a 
welcome such as your father would have given ; for 
them let nothing seem changed." 

" Would that I could see thee once again, my noble 
man," she resumed. " Alaa ! tbou canst not feel me ; 
I cannot warm thee ! All that I now desire is to com- 
fort thee, and make thee know that while I Wva tbou 
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slialt dwell in the heart thoa hast rendered happy ; that 
thy dear renieinhi'aiice shall abide forever in this cliam- 
ber. Yes, it shall lie full of theo so long as God shall 
leave me here. Hear me, dear man ! I swear to keep 
tliy bed such as it is to-day ; never did I ent«r it with- 
out tliee; cold and empty it shall remain. In losing 
thee I have lost all that makes the life of woman, — 
master, husband, father, companion, friend, man — 
all 1 " 

" The Master is dead ! " wailed the servants. 

Wliile the cry was caught np and echoed, the widow 
took scissors that were hanging at her girdle, and cut 
off her hair, which she placed in the hand of her hus- 
band. Silence fell on all. 

"That act," said Benassis, "signifies that she wiU 
not remarry ; many of her relations expected her reso- 
lution." 

" Take it, my master," ahe said, with a ti-ansport of 
heart and voice tliat stirred all present. " Keep, ia 
the tomb, the faith that I have pledged tbee. Thus we 
fihall be one forever; and I will dwell among thy chil- 
dren, and love the offspring which kept thy spirit 
young. Pray God tliou mayst hear me, my man, ray 
only treasure, and Inarn that thou canst make me live ; 
thou, dead, canst make me live to he obedient to thy 
Bacred will, and to honor thy memory ! " 

Beiiassis pressed the soldier's hand to invite him to 
follow him, and they went out. The first hall was full 
of persona who had come from another district among 
the mountains. All were silent and absorbed, as if the 
sorrow and mourning which hovered above the dwelling 
had already seized upon their own Uvea. As Benassia 
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and the captain crosaeil the threshoIiJ, thej' heard one of 
the new-coineia say to the sons of tlie deceased, — 

" When did ho die? " 

"Ah!" cried the eldest, who was a maa about 
twentj'-five years of age, " I did not see him die. He 
culled me, and I waa not there!" Sobs choked his 
words, but he continued : " The night before, he said 
to me, ' Boy, go to the village and pay our taxes ; my 
funeral ceremonies may hinder yoti from thinking of 
them ; we might he tanly in paying them, and that has 
never happened.' He seemed better, and I went. 
During my absence he died, and I received no last 
embrace. In his dying moments be did not ace me at 
his side, as I had ever been 1 " 

" The Master is dead 1 " cried all the people. 

"Alas! he is dead; and I received neither his last 
glance nor hla last sigh. Why think of taxes? Was 
it not better to lose our mone}' than to have left the 
house? Could our whole fortime pay me for that last 
farewell? No; my God! If thy father be ill, never 
bftve hira, Jean ; you will lay up remorse that may last 
your Hfetime," 

"My friend," said Oenestas to the young man, " I 
have seen tliousands of men die on the battleflukls, and 
death never waited for their sons to come and bid them 
farewell. Take comfort; you are not the only one." 

"A father, raonaiour!" he answered, bursting into 
tears. '* A father, who was so good a man ! " 

"This funeral oration," said Benassis, as he led the 
captain towards the farm-buildings, " will last until the 
body is placed in the coEBn, and during all that time 
language of the desolate woman ivlll increase in 
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strength and imagery. But to speak thus before that 
imposing assembly, a woman must Lave earned llie 
ligiit to do so bj' a spotless life. If Ibe widow could 
be reproaclied with the least wrong-doing, she would 
not dare to utter a word : otiierwise, she would con- 
demn herself, and be at once her own accuser and her 
judge. Such a custom, which judges both the living 
and the dead, is sublime, is it not? They will put ou 
their mourning eight days hence, before the last general 
meeting. Meantime, the family relations will i-eniain 
with the widow and children to help them to arianga 
tlieir alfairs, and to offer consolation. This assemblage 
of friends has a gveat influence on the mindn of all ; it 
represses evil passions by that natural human respect 
which takes hold of meu when they are in presence of 
one another. On the day when the mourning garments 
are first put on, a solemn repast is prepared, at which 
all the relations are present, and bid each other fare- 
well. All is done gravely ; and any one who failed in 
the duties imposed by the death of the bead of liia 
family would liave no one present at his own Wnil." 

At this moment the doctor, who was near the cattle- 
shed, opened the door, and made the soldier enter, 
wishing to show it to him. 

"See, captain," he said, "all our cattle-sheds have 
been rebuilt on this plan. Is It not fine?" 

Genestas could not help admiring the vast area 
where the cows and oxen were ranged in two lines ; 
their tails towards the lateral walls, their heads facing 
the middle of tiie building. Into which tliey entered by 
a rather wide alley between their stalls and each outer 
wall. The open mangera gave to view their horned 
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heads aod their brilliant eyes. A master cotiW tlma 
run his eje with ease over all hia cattle. The fctdder, 
which was placed under the rafters, where a sort of 
floor had been constructed, was thrown from thence, 
without labor or waste, into the racks. Between the 
two rows of mangers was a wide paved space, clean, 
and well ventilated by a current of air. 

"During the winter," remarked Bcnassis, walking 
with Gcnestas to the centre of the stable, " the vtillieg 
— that is. the evening gatherings and occupations — 
ai^ carried on in tliis place. Hero the work-tables are 
set, and everjbodj is kept warm at no coat. The 
sheepfojds are built on the same plan. You have no 
idea how readily all animals adapt themselves to a sys- 
tem. I often admire them as they file into the stables. 
Each knows its station, and makes way for those who 
should pass first. See, there is room between the ani- 
mals and the outer wall to either milk them or rub them 
down. The floor iuolines enough to let the water run 
off easily." 

" This cattle-shed enables me to judge of all the 
rest," said Geneatas. " Without meaning to flatter 
yon, you have indeed got fine results." 

" Not obtained without trouble," answered Benasaia. 
"' But see what beasts \ " 

" They are certainly mi^niflcent:, and you have good 
reason to boast of them." 

"Now," resumed the doctor, when they had passed 
through the gateway and mounted their horses, " we 
will ride across our newly cleared ground and by some 
whcai-flclda, — a little corner of my district which I 
call ' La Beauce.' " 
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' The two horsemen rode for an hour over hill and dale, 
and among the Adds, on the (cultivation of which the 
soldier complimented the phj-siciaii. Then they regained 
the village boundaries, and followed U»e mountain -road, 
Boraetimes eilent, Bometimes conversing, according aa 
, the pace of their steeds allowed them to apeak or com- 
' pelted them to keep silence. 

"I promised j'esterday," said Eenasaia, as they en- 
I tered a little gorge hy which they were to issne iato the 
wide valley, " to show you one of our soldiers who 
came hack from the army after the fall of Napoleon. 
If 1 am not mistiiken, we shall find him a few stepa 
farther on, digging out a sort of natural reservoir, where 
. the water from the mountain collects and which the silt 
I is apt to choke with its deposits. But to make the maa 
r interesting, I must tell you the story of his life. He ia 
I named Gondrin, and was taken hy the draft of 1792, 
when eighteen years of age, and put in the artillery. 
As a common soldier, he went through all the Italian 
campaigns uniler Napoleon, followed him to Egypt, re- 
turned to France after the peace of Amiena, was then 
enrolled among the pontoniers of the Guard, served 
steadily in Germany, and, for a final service, the poor 
laborer went to Russia." 

"Then we are hrothers-in-arma, as it were," said 
Gonestas. "I went through the same campaigns. 
Men had to be made of iron to resist the changes and 
caprices of all those climates. Upon ray word, the 
good God must have given a special lease of life to 
those who are still on their pins after marching over 
y, Egypt, Germany, Portugal, and Russia." 
Well, you '11 see the remnants of such a man, Yoii 
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know all abont tiie retreat, — useless th(?i$.fore to tell 
you. My fellow wna a pontonier at the pirasage of the 
Bere&ioa. He helped to construct the bridge over^vliich 
the army passed ; and in order to plaot tho first .iirofis, 
he went iato the water up to his middle. General libV, 
who bad the poutoniers in his command, could Bud only 
forty-two who had grit enough, as Gondrin says, to 
attempt the work. The general himself got into the 
■water to encourage and support theiu, aud he pi-omised 
each man an extra pension of a thousand francs and 
the cross of the Legiou of honor. The first man who 
entered the Bereaiua had bis leg taken off by a block of 
ice, and the man followed his leg. But you will under- 
stand the difficulties of the undertaking by the results. 
Of the forty-two pontouJers, Gondrin is the ouly one 
alive at this day. Thirty-nine perished in the Bereaiua, 
and two others died miserably in a Polish hospital. 
Our poor fellow did not get back from Wilua till 1814, 
oXU-x the returo of the Bourbons. General Ebl^, of- 
whom Gondrin can't speak without teara in bis eyes, 
was dead. The old pontonier, then deaf aud infirm, and 
unable to read or write, could fiud no other protector 
or defender. He begged his way to Paris, and made 
efforts at the War office to obtain, not the promised 
pension of a thousand francs, rot the ctoss of the 
IjCgion of honor, — raei-ely the retiring pension to whiuli 
lie was entitled after twentj'-two years' service and I 
ean'l tell jou how many campaiguB, In vain ; he could 
get neither back-pay nor the costs of his journey home- 
ward, nor his pension. After a year of useless petitioa- 
iiig, during which he implored the help of those whose 
lives he had helped to save, the old mau came back 
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liere, broBJai'tlown but resigned. Tliia unrecognized 
hero ncMv''tjigs ditches at ten eoua a fathom. Accus- 
tomeil to work in swamps, ho uiK^ertakes, ob he saj's, the 
w&ik wbicli no other man is willing to do. By draining 
,1rtigs, and cutting trenehea through inundated lands, he 
;'fearna, perhaps, three francs a day. Hia deafness gives 
a sad expression to his face. He is naturally no talker, 
but he is full of soul, lie and I are good friends ; he 
dines with me on the anniversaiiea of the battle of 
Austerlitz, the Emperor's fete-day, and the disasters at 
Waterloo ; and I always present him at dessert with a 
napoleon, which pays for his quarteily allowance of wine. 
The feelings of respect which I have for that man are 
shared by the whole community, who would willingly 
snpimrt him. If he woilja, it is from self-respect. In 
eveiy house where he is known the people follow my 
example and invite him to dinner, I could not make 
him take my twenty-franc piece if it were not given as 
a portrait of the Emperor. The injustice he has met 
with has wounded him deeply, but he giieves more over 
the loss of his cross than over that of his pension. 
When Genei'al Eblo preaentcd the surviving pontouiera 
to the Emperor alter the bridge was built >iapol'on 
kissed onr poor Goudrin, who miglifc now b lilt 
for the glory of that embrace. He lives ii tl mm 
brance of it, aixl in the hope of Napole n s t n 
Nothing could convince him that tlie Einj)e ] od 

lie is persuaded that Ma captivity is due to Engli limen, 
and I believe that on the slightest pretext he -would kill 
even the best of those rich aldermen who are now 
b'avelliQg for their pleasure through France," 

" Come, let us get on ! " cried Gcncstaa, rousing him- 
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self from the deep attention with which be bad heeo 
listening to tlie dootor. " I wish to see that man." 
And the two riders put their horses to a quick trot, 
"The second soldier of whom I spoke to jou,' said 
Benassis, " is still another of tliose men of iron wlio 
make up oar armies. He has lived, as ali French sol- 
diers do, amid shot and wounds and vic-tories. He has 
Buffered much and worn uo epmdets but the woollen 
ones. His nature is jovial ; be loves Najwaleon to fan- 
aticism, and the Empei'or gave him the cross on the 
field of Valontina. A true Daiiphinois, be has alwaj's 
taken care to keep in line ; and tlius he has his retiring- 
pension and also that of the Legion, He is an infanTry- 
soldier, named Gognelat, and entered tlie guard in 1812. 
After a fashion, he 's a sort of housekeeper to Gondrin. 
They hotti live with the widow of a pedler, to whom 
they pay over their money. The good creaUire lodges, 
feeds, clotheSf and cares for them as if they were her 
chiklren. Goguelat is the postman of the district. In 
that capacity he is also the gossip of the neighborhood, 
and the habit of retailing news lias made him tlie orator 
of tlie veiUees, or evening gatherings, the taiker-in-chief ; 
in fact, Gondrin looks npon him as awit, and a knowing 
fellow. When Gognelat discourses of Napoleon, tlie 
other seems to guess at his words bj- the mere motion 
of bis lips. If they are going to-night to a veillee wliicb 
is to take place in one of my barns, and if we can see 
them witliont being seen ourselves, yoii shall be a sjjec- 
tator of the scene. Here we are at the pool, but I 
don't see my friend Gondrin." 

The doctor and bis companion looked about them 
carefully, and saw nothing but the pick-ase, the 
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shovel, the wheellmrrow, and the military jacket of 
the pontonier, Ij'iug beside a mound of black mud ; no 
vestige of the man could be eeen along the vai'ious 
stony beds made by the streams of water, which 
formed irregular hollows, nearly all of tbem shaded 
k bj' little shrubs. 

"Heoan'tbefarofT. Ohci! Gondrin I" cried Ben aseis, 
I At this moment Genestas observed the smoke of a 
[ pipe issuing from the tangled branches of a thic-ket, 
I and pointed it out to the doctor, who repeated his call. 
I Pi-esently the old pontonier thrust out his head, recog- 
[ nized the mayor, and came down a tittle pathway. 

" Well, my old man 1 " cried Eenaseis, making a sort 
of ear-trumpet with the palm of his hand. " Here is a 
comrade, an Egyptian, who wants to see J'oii." 

Gou<hiu raised his head quickly aud gave Genestaa 
I the deep scmliiiizing glance which okl soldiers learn to 
give at each otJier through tlie habit of prompt decision 
L in moments of danger. Seeing the red ribbon in the 
I captain's buttonhole, he silently carried the back of his 
I hand to his forehead. 

I "If the Little Corporal were still alive," cried the 
I officer, "you would have 3"our cross, and a fine pen- 
eion ; for you saved the lives of those who wore the 
epaulets, and who got across that river on the first of 
October, 1812. But, my fiiend," added the eaiitaiu, 
I getting off his horse, and taking the man's hand in hia 
own with a sudden impulse of the heart," I am not the 
minister of war." 

Hearing these words, the old soldier straightened him- 
self on his legs, afier knocking the ashes out of his pipe 
and laj ing it away ; then he replied, bowing his head : — 
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*' I only did my duty, my oiBcer ; but others have 
not done tUeira by me. Thej deniaod my papers ! 
'My papere?' I said to them, 'why, they are the 
29tb BuUetiu.'" 

" You must try again, comrade. By the help of a little 
influenee you can't fail in these days to obtain juslioe," 

" Jiistiue ! " cried tiie old man in a tone whieh made 
the do(,-tor and the captain quiver. 

There was a moment's silence, during which the 
riders looked at this shattered relic of the iron sol- 
diery picked by Napoleon from three generations of 
mailial men. Gondi-in was certainly a fine s^jecinien 
of that indestructible mass which might bend, but was 
never broken. The old man was scarcely five feet in 
height ; liis shoulders and cheat were enormously de- 
veloped ; his tanned face, seamed with wrinkles, hollow 
and yet muscular, still retained some traces of a war- 
like career. F.i'erj'thiiig about liim was rough-hewn. 
His brow was like a square of stone ; the scanty gray 
hair grew feebly, as though life were ali-ead}- lacking to 
the weary head ; but his arms, covered witli hair like his 
breast, which was partly seen through the opening of 
tlie coarse shirt, showed extraordinary vigor, and he 
stood as Srmly on his bent and twisted legs as if 
tliej' were an immovable pedestal. 

"Justice!" be rejieated, "there's none for snoh as 
we ! Who is there to stand i 
dnes? Tiie bread-basket has 
tapping his stomach. 
And so, as the promises of n 
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up for us, and gel as onr 
3 got to be filled," be said, 
give us time to wait. 
I who spend their lives 
of the government-offices have n't 
firtue of vegetables, I've come hack here to get 
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pay out of mother earth," he said, Btriking the 
mud with liis shovel. 

"Old comrade, this won't do ! " said Genestas. " I 
owe my life to you ; and I should be most ungi'at«fiil 
if I did not do a hand's turn to help yon. I rememUer 
crossing the bridge at Beresina, and I know other old 
■ campaigners who keep ils memory green ; they will 
help me to get your services to the conutry rewarded 
as they should be." 

i'ou '11 be called a Bouapartist ; don't meddle with 
it, my officer. Besides, I 've gone to the rear ; 1 've 
. made my hole here, like a spent ball. Only, I did n't 
expect, after crossing the desert on camels and drink- 
ing my wine by a corner of the fire of Moscow, to die 
under the trees my father planted," lie said, going back 
to his work. 

"Poor old man," said Genestas : "in his place, I 
should do the same. Alas 1 the father of us all is no 
more. Monsieur," he added, turning to Benassis, "the 
resignation of the man is what saddens me most. lie 
does not know how much he interests me ; he will take 
me for one of those gilded scoundrels who care nothing 
for the sorrows of a soldier." 

The captain turned abruptly, seized the old man by 
, the hand, and shouted in his ear : ^ 

" By the cross I wear, which formerly meant honor, 
I swear to do all that is humanly possible to get you 
a peneion; eren if I have to swallow ten rebulfs from 
the minister of war, and petition the king, the dauphin, 
and the whole concern." 

Hearing these words, old Gondrin trembled, looked 
at Genestas, and said, — 
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"Ton mnst hare Iieen a common soldier?" 
The captAiD uodded. At the sign, the old man 
I wiped his band, took that of Geneatas, wrung it with 
I an action full of feeliug, and said : — 

"My general, when I went into the water down 
there, I meant to give my life for the army ; therefore 
I gained something, for, you see, I am atill on my 
Btump3. Come, do you want to know what Is really 
at the bottom of my heart? Well, here it is ! ever since 
the other was driven away I have had no intcreat in 
anything. They 've put me here," he added goyly, 
pointing to the ground; "I've got twenty tiioiisand 
francs to get out of it, and I 'II take them in detail, — 
I as the other used to say." 

" Welt, comrade," said Geneatas, mueh moved hy 
the sublimity of tliis forgiveness, " you have here, at 
least, the one thing you cannot prevent me from giving 



He struck his heart, looked earnestly at the old man 
moment, remounted his horse, and rode away 
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" Such administrative erneltiea foment the quarrel 
of the poor against the rich," said the doctor. " The 
men to whom power is momentarily confided never 
tliink seriously of the effect in the long run of an injus- 
tice done to a man of the people. A poor man. obliged 
to earn his dailj- bread, does not struggle long wiili 
them, that is tnie ; but he talks, and iSnds an eeho in 
other suffering hearts. Eacii iniquity is multiplied by 
the number of those who feel that it strikes them. The 
leaven works. It is nothing at first, but it leads to 
dire evil; such injustices keep up in the minds of the 
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people a covert hatred against social superiority. The 
bourgeois becoraea, and reniaina, an enemy to the poor 
man. who forthwith puts him outside the pale of law 
and deueivea and robs Uim. To the poor, rohbery is 
no longer a delinquency or a crime, bnt a vengeance. 
If, when a question of justice to the poor man arises, 
an administrator maltreats him and clieats him of his 
acquired rights, how can we expect the unhappy starv- 
ing creatnre to feel resignation at his wrongs, or respect 
for property. It maltes me quiver to think that some 
young clerk whose business it is to dust the papers in 
a government office, enjoys the thousand francs pension 
that vrus promised to Gondriu. And yet you will find 
persons who have never realized the extremes of suffer- 
ing, denouncing the excesses of popular vengeance ! 
On the day when our government gives cause for more 
individual misery than prosperity its overthrow hangs 
by a thread ; in overthrowing it, the people square the 
account after their own fashion. Statesmen should 
picture to their minds the poor man sitting at the feet 
of Justice, — a diviuity that was invented for him 
alone." 

As they reached the confines of the village, Benassis 
saw two persons walking before them on the road, and 
he said to the captain, who had been riding pensively 
for some time : — 

"Yon have seen the resigned poverty of an army 
veteran, now you shall see that of an old husbandman, 
nere'a a man who aU his life has dug and tilled and 
sowed and reaped for the interests of others." 

Genestas obser^-cd an old man walking in company 
with an old woman. The man seemed to suffer IVom 
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^ sciatica, and walked with difficulty, his feet in wretched 
wooden shoes. On his shouldor he carried a worlj- 
nan's satchel, in the pocket of wiiicb were a uunihcr 
of tools, whose bandies, blacliened by sweat and by 
long usage, jostled together with a slight noise. The 

' pocket on the other side of tlie aati'heL contained bread, 

' a few raw onions, and some nuts. The man's legs 
Bcemed distorted ; his back was Isent dutible by faabitnal 
toil, which forced him to walk in a decrepit attitude, 
and to lean on a long stick to preserve his equilibrium. 
His hair, white as suow, huug down beneath a miser- 
able hat, rusty from the action of tJ]e weather, and i-e- 
sewn here and there with white thread. Ilia garmcnta 
of coarse cloth were patched in a hundred places, show- 
ing diversities of color. He was, in fact, a sort of 
human ruin, and none of the characteristics which 
make other ruins so touching were lacking here. His 

' wife, more erect than himself, but likewise clothed in 
raga, wore a coarse cap, and carried on her back, sus- 
pended by a strap passed through its handles, an 
eartlicnware jug, which was round in outline and flat- 
tened on the sides. 

The pair raised their beads as they heard the horses' 
feet, rect^nized Beuossis, and stopped short. These 
two old persons, one decrepit through toil, the other, 
his faithful companion, equally a wreck, both of them 
with facea whose features were effaced by wrinkles, 
with skins blackened by the sun and hardened by 
the inclemencies of the weather, wore grievous to be- 
hold. If the story of their lives had not been written 
r countenances, tbeir attitudes would have re- 

[ Tealed it. Both had toiled ceaselessly, and ceaselessly 
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had thpy suffered togetber. with many griefs to share, 

and few joys, Thej- seemed to have grown used to 
their bapluBS fate, just as prisoners grow accustomed 
to their prison; in them, all was simple-mindedness. 
Their fatics were not devoid of a certain cheerful frank- 
ness. If closely examined, their monotonous life — the 
lot of the poor — seemed almost enviable. They hore 
the marks of suffering, but not of grief. 

" Well, my brave old Moreaii ; so you persist in still 
working?" exclaimed the doctor. 

" Yes, MoDsieur lienassts ; I '11 clear one or two more 
heaths for yon before I give up the ghost," answered 
the old man merrily, his little black eyes twinkling. 

"Is it wine your wife is carrying? If you won't 
take any rest, at least you must drink wine." 

"Rest! why, that tires me. When I'm at work in 
the sun, clearing the land, the sun and the air put new 
life into me. As to wine, yes, monsieur, that's wine ; 
and I know very well it is you who have helped us to 
buy it for next to nothing from the mayor of Coiirteil. 
All I you may be as sly as you please, but your works 
are known all the same." 

"Well, good-by, mother; I suppose you are going 
to the play at Champferlu to-day?" 

" Yes, monsieur, it began last night." 

"Keep np your ooui-age," said Benassia; "you 
ought to feel happy sometimes, when you look at the 
mountain, which has been almost wholly cleared by your 
two selves." 

"Yes, monsieur," said the old woman, "it's our 
wort ; we 've earned the right to eat our bread." 

"See," said Benassia to Genestas, "labor and the 
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soil to cultivate, — that's the capital of the poor. The 
worthy man woulii think himself degratled if he begged 
or went to an almshouse ; he means to die with a 
Bjiacle in his hand, in the open fields, in the sunliglit 1 
Faith, he baa a noble courage I B3' dint of working, 
labor has become his breath of life ; but he is not 
afraid of death ; he is deeply philosophical without sus- 
pecting it. It was the eight of old Moreaii that ga>'e 
me the idea of founding an asylum in this district for 
laborers and working-meu, indeed for all country-peo- 
ple who, having worked throughout their lives, have 
reached an honorable but penniless old age. Monsieur, 
I did not reckon on the fortune I have made here, 
which is personally valueless to me, A man who has 
fallen from the summits of hope needs but little here 
below. The life of idlers is the only life that ia costly; 
perhaps it may even be called a social theft to con- 
sume without producing. Napoleon, when told of the 
discussiona that arose, after his fall, on the subject of 
his pension, declared that he oulj' needed a horse and 
thi'ee francs & day. When I came here, I renounced 
money. Since then, I have come to recognize that 
money represents faeullies, and is necessary to the pur- 
pose of doing good. I have, therefore, in my will, 
given this house to found a home where unfortunate old 
men without a refuge, and less proud than Moreau, may 
spend their last days. Also, a portion of the nine 
thousand francs a year which my farms and the flour- 
mill bring in will be employed to give, in severe win- 
ters, a certain amonnt of relief in their own homes to 
individuals who are really necessitous. The etfablish- 
iiient will be under the control of the municipal council, 
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to whoni I have added the curate as president. Id tlits 
way, tlie fortune which chance has helped me to make in 
this village will stay here. The rales of my institution 
are all drawn up iu my will ; it wonld be wearisome if I 
repeated them to jou now, — enough to say that I have 
foreseen everj'thing. I have eveu created a reacr»'e- 
fund, which will some day enable the couucil to pay 
eeholavahipa to young persons who may show a bopefnl 
inclination for the arts or sciences. So, even afler uiy 
death my work of civilization will stiil go on. Don't 
you know. Captain Bluteau, that when we once begin a 
task, tiiero is something within ns always goading us 
not to leave it iucomptctc? That instinct of order aud 
perfection is one of the clearest signs ne have of a future 
destiuy. Come, let ns ride fast ; I must fluiah my rounds, 
and there are still five or six patients to visit," 

After trotting sometime in silence, Benassis said to 
his companion with a laugh : — 

" Faith, Captain Blutean, you make me chatter like a 
jackdaw, and you tell me nothing of your own life, which 
must be a curious one. A soldier of your age has seen 
too much not to have many an adventure to relate." 

" But," answered Genestas, " my life is an aiiny life ; 
all military faces look aUke. Never having been in com- 
mand, being always under oi'ders to rec-eive or give the 
sabre-cnts, I have done like all the rest. I went where 
Kapoleon led us ; I was in line in all the battles where 
the Guard was engaged. Those events are well known. 
To look after our horses, suffer hunger and thirst at 
times, fight when necessary, — that's the whole life of 
a soldier. Isn't it as simple as how-d'ye-do? There 
are private battles for each of us in the mere casting a 
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shoe, TChicU leaves ua in the lurcb. In fact, I have seen 
su mauy conntries that seeing has grown to be a mattcr- 
of-coorse ; and I 've seen so uiuny dead men that 1 
have come to count my own litis as a mere nothing." 

"Nevertheless, you must have been personally in 
peril at certain times, and those pai'tiuuLir dangers 
would be interesting if related by yon." 

"Perhaps so," answered the captain. 

"Well, tell me the thing that most stirred you. 
Don't be afraid. I won't think you wanting in modesty 
even if you tell me some trait of heroism. When a 
man la certain of the comprehension of those in whom 
he confides, may he not feel a certain plcasm-o in saying, 
'Ididthat'?" 

"I'll tell yon a circumstance which at times has 
caused me some remorse. During our fifteen years of 
lighting, it never once happened tJiat I killed a man ex- 
cept iji legitimate defence. We are formed in line, we 
cliarge; if we don't knock over those wo meet they 
won't ask permission to bleed ua ; therefore we must 
slay not to be slain, and the conscience is easy. But, 
my dear monsieur, I did once take the life of a 
comrade under peculiar eireum stances. When I reflect 
upon it the thing ti-oubles me ; the convulsed face of 
the man comes back to me sometimes. Ton shall judge. 
It was during the retreat from Moscow, We looked 
more Uke a herd of overdriven eatUe thau the grand 
army of France. Farewell to discipline and banners ! 
every man was his own master ; and the Emperor, as 
you might say, knew the point at which his power 
stopped. When we arrived at Studzianka, a little vil- 
lage above the Beresina, we found barns, hovels to 
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pull down for firewood, potatoes in the groand, and a 
tew beet-roota. For some time past we had met with 
neither houses nor vitluals ; bo the army junketed. 
First come, as yoti may suppose, were first served, and 
they ate up everything. 1 was among the last. Hap- 
pily for me, 1 was hungry for nothing but sleep. I saw 
a barn, entered it, found a smre of generals and supe- 
rior officers, all men of great merit ; I say it without flat- 
tery, — Junot, Narboune, the Emperor's aide-de-camp, 
in shoi't, the higwigs of the array. There were also a 
few private soldiers who wouldn't have given up their 
straw litter to a marshal of France. Some were asleep 
standing, leaning against the wall for want of room ; 
others lay stretched on the floor, and all were so huddled 
blether to keep warm that I looked in vain for a cor- 
ner to stow mjself. Thei'e was I, stepping, I might 
say, over a floor of men; some groaned, olhers suid 
nothing, but no one made room for me ; they would n't 
have moved to avoid a cannon-ball, and they ceitaudy 
were not obliged to follow the rules of a decent and 
puerile civility. I saw, at lost, at the farther end of the 
barn, a sort of interior roof, on which no one had bad 
the wit, or perhaps the strength, to clamber. I got up 
there and settled myself; lying at full length, I couid 
look down upon the men below me, stretched out like 
calves. That melancholy sight almost made me laugh. 
Some were gnawing frozen carrots and expressing a sort 
of animal pleasure; the generals, wrapped in shabby 
shawls, were snoring like thunder. A burning pine- 
knot lighted up the barn ; if it had set Are to the place 
no one would have risen to put it out. I lay on my 
back, and before going to sleep, I naturally east uiy eyes 
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above me ; there I belield the maiu beam, which sup- 
ported the joista on which the roof rested, swaying gen- 
tly ri-oin east to west — that cursed laeam was actually 
dancing I ' Messieurs,' I said, ' there 'a a comrade out- 
side who wants to warm himself at our expense.' The 
beam was on the point of falling. ' Mcssieura I Mes- 
sieurs I we shall he killed ; look at the heam 1 * cried I, 
loud enough to rouse my bedfellows. Monsieur, tlicy 
did look at the beam ; but those wlio had been asleep 
turned oi-cr and slept again, and tliose who were eating 
never so much as answered me. Seeing this, I was 
forced to leave my nook at the risk of another man's 
taking it, for I felt bound to save such a nest of heroes. 
I ran out, turned the angle of the barn, and spied a tall 
devil of a Wurtomberger, who was dragging at the beam 
with acertainenthnsiasm. ' Let go 1 let go I' Iciied, to 
make him undei'stand he must stop that work. ' Get out 
of my aight, or I '11 strike j^ou dead,' lie said in German. 
' Get out of my sight, indeed ! ' I answered ; ' that 's not 
the point;' and I took his own gun, which he had laid 
on the ground, and shot him through the body ; then I 
turned in and went to sleep. That 'a the whole of it." 

" It was a case of legitimate defence, directed against 
one man for the safety of many ; you can't reproach 
yourself with that," said Benassis. 

"The others," resumed Genestas, "thought it was 
eome notion of mine ; but notion or not, many of tliose 
men are sleeping to-day in opulent mansions without a 
feeling of gratitude in their hearts." 

" Do you do good merely for the sake of that exorbi- 
tant interest called gratitude F " said Benassis, laugh- 
ing. "That's usury." 
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I know very well." said Genestaa, " that tiie merit 
of a good deed evaporates witU tbe fiist profit wo derive 
fiuin it. Even to relate it is to draw a dividend of 
self-love, wiiicli is wortU as much to us as gratitude. 
Still, if a modest man keeps silence, tbe obliged party 
will never speak of the obligation. According to your 
theoiy, the people need good examples ; and if every- 
body keeps silence, wliero will you find tbem? Another 
tiling! if our |>oor jxintonier, wlio saved the French 
army at Bei-esina, and has never bad a chance to tell 
his deed to his own advantage, had lost the use of his 
hands, would his sense of dutj' fulfilled give him his 
daily bread? Answer nie that, philosopher," 

^'Perhaps there's no hard and fast law in morality," 
said Ben as sis ; "but stioh an idea is dangerous; it 
allows selfishness to inteipret cases of conscience to its 
own advantage. Listen to me, captain ; is n't tbe man 
who strictly obeys the principles of morality greater 
than he who lays tliera aside, though it be from neces- 
sity? Our iKinlouier, utterly helpless and dying from 
bimger, is sublime with the sublimity of Homer, is he 
not? Human life is doubtless tbe trial-scene of villus 
as it is of genius, — both demanded by a better world. 
Yii'tuo and genius soom to me the noblest foims of the 
complete and unfailing self-devotion which Jesus Christ 
came into the world to teach to man. Genius continues 
poor, while it lights that world ; virtue keeps silence, 
as she sacrifices herself for tbe good of others." 

" Agreed, monsieur," said Genestas ; " but the earth 
is inhabited by men and not by angels ; we are none of 
us perfect." 



"You a 
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have groBsly abused the faculty of wrong-doing. But 
oiigiit we not to strain after perfection? Is not vii'tue 
a noble ideal which the soul should coutetuplate unceas- 
iiigly as its celestial model?" 

'* Ameu," said the soldier, " I grant your position. 
A virtuous mau is a noble sight ; but admit also tliat 
virtue ia a divinity who may, in all honor, alloir herself 
a little human conversation." 

" Ah, monsieur," aaifl the doctor, smiling witli a sort 
of hitter melancLoly, " yours is the indulgence of one 
who is at peace with himself. I am stern as one who 
sees the stains upon his lifs which must be washed 

The riders had now reached a cottage standing near 
the brink of the torrent. The doctor entered it i Ge- 
nestas remained at the thi-esbold of tbe door, looking 
first at the sparkling landscape befoi'e him and then to 
the interior of the cottage, where a man was lying in 
bed. After examining the patient, Beiiassis suddenly 
exclaimed : — 

"I neeiin't come here anymore, my good womnn, 
if you don't do what I order. You have given bread 
to your husband — do yon want to kill him? "What 
the mischief I if you let him swallow anything but hia 
(log-g''''^8 infusion I won't set my foot in here again, 
and yon may go and get a physician where you please." 

" But, my doar Monsieur Benassis, my poor old man 
cried with himger ; when a man has n't Imd anything in 
his stomach for fifteen days — " 

" Now, then, do you mean to listei 



your man eat a 



tglo n 



jme? If you let 
luthful of bread until I allow him 



nonrishmcnt, you '11 kill bim — do you hear me?" 
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" 1 'II deny him everjtbing, my dear good monsieiir. 
Is be any better?" slie asked, following the doctor to 
the door. 

"No; you've made him worse by giving him tilings 
to eat. Can't I induce you, thoughtless creature tliat 
you are, not to feed people who must live on a diet? 
Feasants are incorrigible," he added, turning to GeneR- 
tas ; " if a patient has n't eaten anything for some da3'8, 
they think he '11 die, and they stuff bim with soup and 
wine. Here 's a foolish woman who has nearly killed 
her husband." 

" Killed my husband 1 what, with a poor little sop of 
bread and wine?" 

" Exactl}', my good woman ; I am astonished to find 
him alive after the little sop you gave him. Don't for- 
get, now, to do precisely as I tell yon." 

"Oh! mj- dear Monsieur Benassis, I'd rather die 
myself than fail this time." 

" Well, we shall see. To-morrow afternoon I '11 come 
again and bleed him." 

" Let us follow the stream on foot," said Benassis to 
Genestofi ; " from here to the house where 1 am going 
there is no bridle-path. The little boy of these people 
will hold onr horses. Admire our lovely vallej-," be 
said presently ; " is n't it like an Englisli gaiden ? We 
are going to the house of a workman who is inconsola- 
ble for the loss of a child. His eldest son, when still 
a lad, wished to do a man's work ; during the'last har- 
vest the poor boy exceeded his sti'ength, and he died 
of dehdity at the end of the autumn. It is the lirst 
time I have met with tbe paternal sentiment so fully 
developed. The peasants usually regret their dead 



17(8 Country Doctor. 



119 



Rs the loss of some ueefdl thing which ndded to their 
meaca of support ; and grief ia apportioned to the 
age. Tlie child when adult becomes a revenue to 
the father. But tliis poor man loved his son. ' Noth- 
ing can console me for tliis loss,' he said to me one Hay 
when I found him in a field, standing stock still, lean- 
hig on his scj-the, foi^ctful of his work, and holding in 
his baud the whetstone which he had taken out to use, 
but was not using. He has never again spoken of his 
grief; but he has grown taciturn and ailuig. To-day 
one of his little girls is ill." 

As they talked, lienasaia and bis guest reached a 
little house standing on a paved road that ted to a tan- 
mill. There, under some willows, they saw a man about 
forty years of age, who was standing still, eating a 
piece of bread, rubbed over with garlic. 

" Well, Gasnier, is the little giri better?" 

"I don't know, monsieur," he answered, with a 
gloomy air; "you'll see for yourself; my wife is with 
her. I fear death baa set foot within my house to carry 
them all away from me, in spite of your care." 

"Death does not take up its abode in any house, 
Gasnier; it has not the time. Don't lose coumge," 

Benassis went into the house, followed by the father. 
Half an hour later he came out, accompanied by the 
mother, to whom ho said : — 

" Don't he the least uneasy ; do exactly what I have 
told you to do ; she ia saved." 



"If all this bores you," said the doctor to Gcnestns, as 
they mounted their horses, " I will put you into the road 
to the village, and j'ou can easily find your way home." 



The Country Doctor. 

*' No ; on my word of honor, it does not bore me." 

" But jou win everywhere see cottages that are all 
alike. Notliing is- apparently more monotonous than 
, the eountry." 

" Let OS go on," said the soldier. 

For seTCral hours tliey rode about the couiitiy, traT- 
, crsing the whole breadth of the district, and returning 
in the afternoon to the part nearest the village. 

"Now I must go down there," said the doctor to 
Genestas, pointiug to a spot surrounded by elms. 
"Those trees are ijossibly two hundred years old," he 
(tddcd. "The woman for whom a lad came to fetch 
me last evening, saj'ing she had turned white, lives 
there." 

" Was it anything dangerous?" 

"No," said Benassis, "merely the result of prcg- 
Dancy. Siie is in her last month, and women are 
subject to spasms at that time. But, as a matter of 
precaution, I must see that nothing alarming super- 
venes ; I shall deliver her myself. Besides, if we go 
there, I can show you one of our new industries, a 
brick-field. The road is good; will you gallop?" 

"Can your horse keep np with mine?" said Genes- 
tas, aa be called to his beast, " On, Neptune ! " 

In the twiukling of an eye the captain was a hundred 
feet in advance, disappearing in a cloud of dust ; hot in 
spite of his horse's speed bo heard the doctor at bis 
side. Benassis said a word to his animal, nnd shot 
beyond the captain, who rejoined him only at the bi-ick- 
field, where he found the doctor quietly fastening his 
horse to the staple of a log-fence, 

"The devil take you!" cried Genestas, looking at 
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' the doctor's horse, wbith neither sweated nor panted, 
"what kind of animal is that?" 

"Ah'."repUed Benassis, laughing, "jon took him 
for a screw. Tlie history of the nohle beast is too long 
to tell jou now : suiHce it to say, Roustan is a tnio 
barb from the Atlas, and a barb is the equal of an 
Arab. Mne goes up the mountain-side at full gallop 
without turning a hair, and trots with a sure fool along 
the precipices. - He was a gift weli-earned, moreover. 
A father gave him to me in retimi for the Ufe of ilia 
daughter, one of the richest heiresses in Europe, whom 
I found dj-iug on the road to Savoie. If I were to tell 
yon how I cured that young woman, you would set me 
down for a quack. Hey ! I hear the bells of horsea 
and the roll of a cart along the road ; let 's sec if it la 
Vigneau himself: if it is, look well at the man." 

Presently the captain saw four enormous horses har- 
nessed like those owned by the well-to-do farmers of 
Brie. Tlie woollen ear-knots, the bells, the leathern 
Btmpa, all ha<l a comfortable sort of spnieeness. In 
the huge waggon, painted blue, stood a stout, chubby- 
cheeked lad, browned by the sun, who whistled as he 
held bis whip like a soldier presenting arms. 

" No ; it is only the waggoner," said Benassis. 
"But just admire how the industrial well-being of the 
master is reflected everywhere, even in the equipment 
of his cart and cartman. Is n't that an indication of a 
commercial intelligence somewhat rare in the depths of 
a country district?" 

"Yes, ludeed; it all looks well set-up," replied the 
soldier. 

"Just so: Vigneau owns two such teams; besides 
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which he has a little cob on which he goes about 
attending to his aH'airs ; for his business has now 
spread pretty far. Four years ago the man owned 
nothing, — I'm mistaken, he owned debts. But let us 
go in." 

'* My lad," said Benassia to the cartman, " Madame 
Vigneau is of course at borne?" 

"Monaicur, she is in the garden. I saw her just 
now, over the hedge. I'll tell her you are here." 

The captain followed Benassis, who led him across a 
wide piece of ground shut in by bodges. In a comer 
of the enclosure waa a, mound of white earth, and the 
potter's clay necessary to the fabrication of bricks and 
tiles. On another side were piles of fagots and cut wood 
to supply the furnaces ; farther on, in an open space 
fenced with hurdles, several workmen were crashing 
white stones, or manipulating the clay for bricks. Fa- 
cing the entrance, and under the groat olnaa, the manu- 
facture of tiles, both round and square, waa carried on 
in a large hall, as it were, of shade and vei-dure, closed 
in bj' the roof of the drjing-house ; near which was seen 
the kiln with its deep jaws, its long shovels, its black 
and sunken pathwaj'. Parallel with these buildings 
stood another, of somewhat squalid appearance, which 
served as a dwelling-house for tlie family, and with 
which the coach-house, stables, cattle-sheds, and barns 
were connected. Pigs and poiiltrj' roamed about the 
wide enclosure ; but the cleanliness of the different 
establishments, and the repair in which all were kept, 
testified to the rigilance of a master. 

"The predecessor of Vigneau," said Benassis, "was 
& miserable fellow, an idler who cai'ed for nothing but 
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drink. FomiBvlj- a journeyman, he knew how to boat 
the furnace and shape his bricks, but that was all ; be 
had neither activity nor commercial intelligence. If no 
came to buy hia merchandlBe, he let it stay where it 
' was till il; deteriorated and became n total loss. He waa 
i always at starvation point Hia wife, whom he rendered 
I hair idiotic by ill-nsage, grovelled in wretchedness. The 
I laziness, the miserable stupidity of the ruan made me so 
' unhappy, and the sight of the brickyard was so diaa- 
I greealile to me, that I avoided passing this way. Foit- 
, unately the man had an attack of paralysis, and I sent 
him to the hospital at Grenoble. The owner of the 
i property, seeing the condition it was in, consented to 
I take back the lease without discussion, and I looked 
I about for new tenants willing to share in the impro\'e- 
I inents T wisiied to introduce throughout all the village 
I industries. The husband of a lady's maid of Mailanie 
' Gravicr, a poor Journeyman, earning very poor wages 
from the potter for whom he worked, and who could 
scarcely support his family, listened to my advice. He 
had the courage to hire the brick-field without having a 
penny in hand. He came here, taught his wife and the 
oldmotherof his wife, and his own mother, how to shape 
the bricks, and made them his woi'kmen. Upon my word 
of honor, I dou't see how thej' ei'er managed. Proba- 
bly Vigneau borrowed wood to heat his furnace ; he 
must have gone at night and fetched hia clay by the 
, hodful, and worked it by day; in fact, he secretly dis- 
■, played a really boundless energy; and the two old 
I mothers, clothed in rags, worked hke negro-slaves. 
I Tignean managed to bake several batches, and passed 
I his first year eating bread which was deurly bought by 
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the sweat of all their brows ; but he held firm. His 
courage, his patience, hia capabilities, made hira an 
object of interest to many persons, and he became 
known. Indefatigable in his business, he went in the 
morning to Grenoble and sold his tiles and bricks, get- 
ting home towards the middle of the day, and going out 
again at night : he seemed to multiply himself at his 
work. 

"Towards the end of the first year, he hired two 
young lads to lielp him. Seeing that, I lent hira some 
money. Well, monsieur, from year to year the condi- 
tion of the family has improved. By the second year, 
t!ie old women shaped no more bricks, and crushed no 
more atones ; they cultivated little gai-dens, made tlie 
soup, mended the ulotJiea, spun in the evening and 
gathered wood in the daytime. The young woman, 
who knows how to read and write, keeps Ihc accounta. 
Vigneau bought a little horse on which he went almut 
the neighborhood and got custom ; then he studied the 
art of brick-making, found means to manufacture the 
fine, white, square brick, and sold it below the ordinary 
price. When he set np his fli-st cart his wife became 
almost elegant. Everything about his houselioUl was 
in keeping with his circumstances ; and he has always 
maintained order, economj', and cleanliness, — the gen- 
erative principles of his prosperity. After a time, he 
employed six workmen, and paid them well; nest, a 
cartman, putting his stables on a good footing : in short, 
little by little, by taxing his ingenuitj-, improving his 
work, and extending his business, he lias arrived at ease 
and a competence. Last year he bought the brickyard ; 
next j"ear he will rebuild his house. At the present time. 
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tiie whole family are healthy and well-clotheil. The wile, 
forioerly pale and tliin, sharing, as she did, the cnrea and 
anxieties of the master, ia once more [jlump and I'reali 
L and pretty. The two old mothers are very happy, and 
' attend to the minor details of the honaekeepiug and 
the business. Labor has brought money ; and money, 
by giving peace of mind, has brought health, plenty, 
and happiness. Really, Ibis Lousebold is, to me, tUe liv- 
ing epitome of my diatriut, and of ail young commercial 
States. Tliia brickyard, once so gloomy, empty, dirty, 
' and unproductive, ia now in Tull operation, much pat- 
ronized, animated, rich, and amply stocked. Lai^equan- 
tities of wood are on hand, and all the material needed 
, for the coming season ; j-ou know, of course, that brick- 
I making can be carried on only during a part of the j'ear, — 
I iVom June to September. Is n't it a pleasure to see such 
[ -activity? Vigueau has had a hand in every building 
I that has gone up in the village. Always wide-awake, 
F always coming and going abont his business, always 
I active, he ia called by his townamen the 'kniglit of 
I duty.'"' 

Benassis had scarcely finished speaking, when a well- 
\ dressed young woman, wearing a pretty cap, while 
f Stockings, a silk apron, and a pink dress, — an attire 
' -which recalled her former position of lady's-maid, — 
opened the iron gate which led from the gaitlen, and 
le forward as quickly as her condition would permit. 
, The two friends went forward to meet her. Madame 
I Vigneau was a plump and mlher pretty womiiii, with 
[ a sunburnt akin, whose natural complexion, however, 
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must have been fair. Though her forehead showed a 
few lines, the traces of her former poverty, her coun- 
tenance was happy and prepossessing, 

"Monsieur Benasais," she said, in a pleading tone 
of voice, as she saw )iim pause, "won't you do me the 
honor to rest awhile in my botiae?" 

'* Willingly," he said ; " go in, captain." 

" You gentlemen must have found it very warm. 
■Will you talie a little milk, or wine? Monsieur Be- 
nassis, do taste the wine mj' husband has had the kind- 
ness to get for my confinement. You can tell me if it 
is good." 

"You have a good man for a husband." 

"Yes, monsieur," she said calmly, turning round; 
" my lot is a rich one." 

"We will not take anything, Madame VJgneau ; 1 
only came to see that nothing serious had h.ippened 
to you." 

"Nothing," she said ; " I was, aa j-on see. at work 
in the garden, for the sake of doing something." 

At this moment, the two mothers came in to see 
Beuassis, and the waggoner stood still in the court- 
yard, in a position that enabled him to gaze at the 
doctor. 

" Come, give me your hand," said Benassis to Ma- 
dame Vigneau. 

lie felt the young woman's pulse with scriipuloTts 
attention, remaining silent and thouglitful. Meanwhile 
the thi-ee women examined the captain with tlie naive 
ouriosity that country people feel no sliame in exlilbiting, 

" You can't be better," esclaimed the doctor gayly. 

" Will she be confined soon?" cried the two mothers. 



The Cuuntrj/ I)oetor. 



127 



1 stay at 



" This week, no doubt. Vigneau is out? " he aaked, 
I after a, pause. 

'Yea, monsieur," replied the young wife; "he 
wants to attend to all his affairs so that he c 
I home when I am ill, the dear man." 

■' Well, my children, you'll prosper. Keep on mak- 
ing ft fovLune, and raaklnif a family." 

Genestaa was full of admiration for the neatness that 

eigned inside the house, though it was almost in ruins 

I without. Seeing his surprise, Beuasais said to him : — 

"There is no one like Madame Vigneau for making 

a good liome about her, I wish several people in the 

1 Tillage would come here and take a lesson." 

The wife turned her head away, blushing ; but the 

' two mothers let their faees beam with the pleasure they 

I felt at the doctor's praises. All three accompanied 

a to the place where the horses were standing. 

" Well," said Benassis, addressing the two old wo- 

I men, "you are very happy, are not you? Don't you 

long to be grandmothers? " 

"Ah I don't speak of it,"^ said the young woman; 
" they provoke me so ! My two mothers want a Iwy, 
my husband wishes for a little girl. I think it will be 
very difficult to please ihem all." 

'But you — what do you want?" asked Benassis, 
I laughing. 

■' Ah, monsieur, I want a child." 
■' See, she is already a mother," said the doctor to 
, the soldier, as he took his hoi'se by the bridle. 

"Adieu, Monsieur Benassis," said the young woman, 
y husband will be very sorry he was away when he 
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[ hears that yon have been here." 



The C'ounirt/ Doctor. 



128 



" He won't foi'get to send my thousand tiles to the 
Gmnges-aiix-Belles?" 

"You know he woiilcl put aside everi' other order 
for yours. His greatest regret is that he has to let 
you pay him ; but I tell liim that your money brings 
happiiieaa, — and so it does." 

"Good-by," said Benassia. 

The thiee women, the waggoner, and two workmen 
who came out of the brickyard, remained in a, group 
near the log-fence, so as to enjoy hta presence to the 
last moment ; as we all are apt to do with our cherished 
friends. The inspirations of the heart are alike every- 
where ; the same sweet customs of friendship are found 
in every land. 

Looking at the position of the sun, Benassis said to 
bis companion : " We hare still two hours of daylight, 
and if you are not very hungry we will go and see a 
charming young creature, to whom I usually give the 
time that is left between the last visit I have to pay and 
my dinner honr. They call her, in the district, my 
' good friend ; ' but you are not to think that this title, 
— used in these parts to mean a future wife — covers 
or implies the slightest scandal. Although mj' care of 
this poor girl has made her the object of a quite con- 
ceivable jealousy, yet the opinion held by all as to my 
cliaractcr prevents any evil suppositions. If none can 
understand the whim to wliich 1 seem to have j-ielded 
in giving the Fosseuse a small income, so that slie may 
live without being obliged to work, thej' nevertheless, 
one and all, believe in her virtue ; and every one knows 
that if my affection for her passed the limits of friendly 
interest, I should not hesitate to marry her. But," 
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3 the doctor, forcing a smile, " neither in thia dis- 
trict nor elsewhere, duea there exist a wife for me. A 
very warm-hearted man feels an unconquerable need to 
attach himself to one thing, or to one being, among the 
many things and beings that surround him, — above all 
when, to hira, life is a desert. For that reason, mon- 
sieur, we should always judge favorably of a man who 
loves his horse or his dog. Among the sulTeriug flock 
which fate has conlided to my care, this poor sick girl 
is to me what the sun is to my own land, my native 
Langnedoc ; or the pet lamb the shepherd maidens deck 
with faded ribbons, to whom they ta!k as they let them 
browse along the wheat-fields, and whose lagging step 
even the sheep-dog never hastens." 
While saying these wonia, Benassis remained stand- 
' ing, his hand on his horse's mane, about to mount and 
I yet not mounting, as if the feelings that moved him 
, were incompatible with any violent action. 

" Come," Jie said, "come and see her. To take you 
there pi-oves, does it not? that I treat her Hive a sister." 
When they had both mounted, Genestas said to the 
' doctor: " Am I indiscreet iu asking j-ou for some in- 
formation about your Fosseuse? Among the many 
lives j-ou have made known to me, hers cannot be the 
I least interesting." 

' Monsieur," said Benassis, stopping his horse, " per- 

I haps you cannot share the interest with which the Fos- 

1 sense inspii'es me. Her destiny resembles mine ; we 

have both missed our vocation ; the feelings 1 have for 

I her, the emotions I pass through wlien 1 see her, are 

caused by the similarity of our fate. When you entered 

the career of arms you either followed your inclinations 
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or yon came to like your profeBsioii ; otherwise you 
would not have stayed until your present age under 
the galling yolce of military discipline ; you can there- 
fore comprehend neither the suffcriogs of a. soul whose 
dcsirea are ever reviving and forever disappoiuted, nor 
the ceaseless grief of a being forced to live outside 
the pale of his own sphere. Such sufferings remain a 
secret between the human soul and God, who sends the 
affliction ; for they alone know the force of the emotions 
caused by the adverse circumstances of life. Yet yoa 
yourself, a witness hardened to tlie sight of misfortunes 
produced by a long war, have you never felt a sadness 
ill your heart as you looked at a tree whose leaves were 
yellow in the spring-time, — a tree that languished and 
(lied because it stood on ground where the conditions 
necessary to its development were lacking? When I 
was a lad of twenty, the passive melancholy of a stuuted 
plaut was grievous to me ; and now I turn my head 
fi-om the sight. My youthful distress was a vague pre- 
sentiment of the sorrows of my manhood ; u sort of 
syrapatliy between m3- present and the future I instinct- 
ively perceived in that vegetable life, withering untimely 
before the appointed eud of things and men." 

" I thonglit, when I saw how good you are, that you 
had suffered." 

" Tou see, monsieur," resumed the doctor, making 
no reply to Genestas's words, " that to speak of the 
Fofiseuse is to speak of myself. The Fosseuae is a plant 
esiled from ila native soil, — a bumun plant, consumed 
by snd or searching tiiouglits which live and multiply on 
one another. The poor girl is always ailing. In her, 
tlie spirit kills the body. Could I look coldly upon the 
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feeble creature, a prey to the greatest and the least- 
comprehended anguiah that there is in tliis selflsh world, 
when I, a man, inured to anfferiog, am tempted night 
arter niglit to refuse to bear the burden of such sorrow 
any longer? Perhaps I should refuse, were it not for a 
thought which soothes my anguish and Alls my heart 
vith sweet illusions. Even if all were not the cliildrea 
)f one God, still, the Fosseuse would be my sister in 
Buffering." 

Benassis pressed the flanks of his horse and rode 
rapidly forward, as if he feared to continue a conversa- 
tion thus begnu. 

"Monsieur," he resumed, when Uie horses were again 
trotting together, " Nature has, so to speak, created this 
poor girl for sulTering. just as she creates otlier women 
for pleasure. In oI>Berving such predestinations it is 

, impossible not to believe in another life. Everything 
reacts upon the Fosseuse : if tiie weather ia gray and 
sombre, she is sad and weeps with the skies, — that is 
her own expression. She sings with the binla, grows 
n and serene with the blue heavens; she is even 
beautiful on a lovely day. A delicate perfume is to her 
an almost ineshaustible pleasure. I have seen her, the 
livelong day, enjoying the fragrance of mignonette after 
e of those rainy mornings which di'aw out the soul 
of flowers and give to the day I know not what of fresh- 
ness and brilliancy ; on such days she expands with na- 

, ture and the blossoming plants. If the ntmospiiere is 
heavy and electrical, she is neiTOUslj- excited and can- 
not be calmed ; she goes to bed, and complains of many 

1 different ills without knowing what is the matter with 
, If I question her, she says her boues are soften- 
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ing. or that her Oesh is turning to water. During the 
period or siiuli inanimation, she is conscious of life only 
through suffering. Her heart is outside of her, — to give 
jou another of her sayings. Sometimes I fiod the poor 
girl weeping at the seene our mountains give at sunset, 
when iuniiinerable magnificent clouds cluster about tlieir 
golden peaks. 'Why do you weep, my child?' I say 
to her. ' I do not Isnow,' slie answers ; ' I am like one 
bewildered by looking up there. I don't know where I 
flra, I sue so far.' ' What do you see ? ' ' Monsieur, I 
cannot tell it to you.' There is no use in questioning 
her further, you cannot get a word from her; she will 
give yon glances full of thoughts, or she will remnin, 
with moist eyes, mute and visibly collecting herself in 
meditation. Iler absorption of mind is so great that it 
communicates itself to others ; at least it acts upon me 
like a cloud overcliarged with electi-icity. I pressed her 
one day with questions. With all my will 1 desired to 
talk with her, and I said a few sharp words ; well, she 
burst into tears. At other times she is gaj-, attractive, 
smiling, busy, intelligent, and sparkling ; she converses 
with pleasure, and expresses new and original ideas. 
She is, however, incapable of settling to any regular 
work; if she goes to the fields, she spends hours in 
watching a flower, in looking at the colors of the water, 
or studying the picturesque marvels found in the depths 
of still, clear pools, — the bright mosaic of pebbles, 
eaith, and sand, of water-plants and mosses, and those 
hi-owu sediments whose tones offer to the eye such curi- 
ous contrasts. When I first came to this place, the 
poor girl was wasting with hunger; ashamed to eat the 
bread of others, she would not ask for ch.irity until con- 
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strained to do bo by the estremitj of Buffering. Some- 
times shame gave her energy', and for a few days she 
woi'ked in the fields ; but her strength wu3 soon ex- 
hausted, and illness obliged her to give up u labor she 
had Bcai-cely begun. No sooner was she better, tlian 
she went to a neighboring fai'm and asked for the cure 
of the cattle ; but after fulfiUiug the duty for a while 
with intelligence, she suddenly left it and went awayi 
without giving any reason. The regular dailj' lubor 
was doubtless too heavy a yoke for one whose whole 
nature ia independent and capricious. Then she took 
to searching for truffles and mushrooms, wbicli she sold 
in Grenoble. In town, tempted by gewgaws, she forgot 
her poverty as soon as she had a few eopijera in her 
pocket, and bought ribbons and trumpery, without 
thiuking of her bread on the morrow. Then, if some 
village girl coveted her brass ci-oss, or the Jeaunette 
heart with its velvet ribbou, she gave them readily, 
happy in bestowing pleasure ; for she lives by her heart 
Thus, by turns beloved, pitied, and despised, the poor 
girl suffered from everything; from her idleness, from 
her beauty, from her coquetry, — for she is dainty, co- 
quettish, and inquisitive ; in short, she is a woman, and 
yields to her tastes and impressions with the simphuity 
of a child. Tell her of some noble action, and she 
quivers and blushes, her bosom heaves, she weeps with 
joy ; speak to her of thieves and miscreants, and she is 
pale with terror. Nowliere can you find a nature more 
true, a heart more frank, an honesty more delicate tlian 
hers. Give her a hundred pieces of gold to take care 
of, and she will bury them in a corner and continue to 
g her bread." 
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a form of espial, or at 



The doctor's voice changed 

" I wished to prove her, 
" and I repented it, — a teat 
least a epecies of distrust." 

Here the doctor stopped, as if making some secret 
reflection, and he did not, therefore, observe the confu- 
sion into which these wordu had thrown hia companion ; 
who to conueiil his embarrassment stooped to disentan- 
gle the reins of his horse. Beuassis soon went on, — 

"I should like to see iny Foaseuse married; and 
would willingly give one of my farms to any worlhy 
fellow who would uiake her happy ; and she could be 
, made happy. Yes, tlie poor girl would love her childi'en 
to madness, and nil her superabundant feelings would 
pour themselves into the one sentiment which to a 
woman includes them all, — motherhood. But no man 
has yet pleased her. She has, however, a dangerous 
eensibility. She knows it, and admitted to me her ner- 
vous susceptibility when she saw that I perceived it. 
She belongs to the small number of women in whom the 
slightest contact produces a perilous tremor ; for that 
reason, we ought to admire her discretion and her 
womanly pride. She is as wild as a nightingale. Ah ! 
what a rich nature, monsieur! she was born to be 
opulent and loved ; she would have been so gracious 
and constant ! At the age of twenty-two she is perish- 
ing, — a victim to the too-responsive fibres of an organ- 
ization which is over-strong or else too delicate. A 
love betrayed would drive her mad, my poor Fosseusc 1 
After studying her temperament, and recognizing the 
genuine nature of her protracted nervous seizures, and 
her electric aspirations ; after finding her in positive 
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harmony with the fluctuations of the atmosphere and 
with Ihe changes of the moon (a fact I have carefully 
verified) , — I have taken charge of her, monsieur, aa of 
a heiog apart from others, whose unhealthy existence 
could be understood by none but me. She is, as I have 
said to yon, the lamb with ribbons. But you will now 
see her ; thia is her little lioiiso." 

By tliU time they liad gone a third of the way np the 
mountain along a terraced road bordered with aUriiba, 
whieh they climbed at a foot-pace. At an angle where 
the road turns back upon itself, Geneatas saw tlie bouse. 
The little dwelling stands on one of the projecting 
cliiTa of the mountain. A pretty sloping lawn of about 
three acres, planted with trees, across which a brook 
was flowing in cascades, was surrounded by a low 
wall, high enough to serve as enclosure but not so high 
, as to shot out the view. The house, built of brick, with 
a flat roof which projected some feet, made a charming 
point in the landscape. It waa of two stories, with the 
door and window-shutters painted green. Facing south, 
it was neither so wide nor so deep as to require any 
other openings than those on its front, wliose rustic 
charm was simply that of excessive neatness. Follow- 
ing a German fashion, the projection of the eaves was 
lined with planks painted white, A few acacias in 
flower and other sweet-smelling trees, wild roses, climb- 
ing shrubs, a large walniit-ti'ee which the axe had 
spared, and two or three weeping- willows planted near 
tlie brook, grew about the house. Behind it was a solid 
group of beeches aud flr-treea, making a dark back- 
ground, from whicli the pretty building sharply detached 
itself. At this time of day the air was fragrant with 
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the odors of the monntJiin and the garden. The sky, 
pure and trfiminil, was cloudy near the horizon. In the 
distance, the peaks were beginniog to catch the rosy 
tints which the setting sun so often gives to them. At 
this height, the whole valley can be seen Trom GreuoMa 
to the circular rocky basin in whose depths lies the 
little lake which GenesCas ba<l crossed the evening be- 
fore. Above the house, and at some distance from it, 
is a line of poplars showing the dii-eution of the road 
leading from the valley to the highway of Grenoble. 
The village, now obliquely crossed by the raj-s of the 
declining sun, sparkled like a diamond, and i-eflected in 
every pane of glass a ruby liglit which seemed to ripple 
over them. At the sight, Genestaa stopped hia horse, 
and pointed to the village manufactories, the new town, 
and the bouse of the Fosseuse. 

" Excepting always the victory of Wagram and Na- 
poleon's re-entrance to the Tuileries in ISIS," he said, 
sighing, "this gives mo the higliest emotions I have 
ever known. I owe this pleasnre to j'on, monsieur ; for 
you iia\'o taught me to know the beauties a man may 
find in the country." 

"Yes," said the doctor, smiling, " it is better to build 
cities than to take them." 

" Oh, monsieur I tlie taking of Moscow, and the sur- 
render of Mantua ! Don't jou know what that was? 
Is it not the glory of every one of us ? If it were not for 
England, Frenchmen wonld have understood each other, 
and he would not have fallen — our Emperor! I may 
declare to you now that I love him : he is dead, and." 
added the soldier, looking about him, — " there are no 
spies here, — what a sovereign he was 1 He divined 



The Country Doctor. 



137 



the soiilg of men. He would have put yoa in his coun- 
cil of state, for he was an atimiuistrator — and a great 
administrator, down to knowing how manj cartridges 
were left in the box after a battle. Poor man ! while 
you were telling me of j'our Foaseiise, I thought of liim, 
lying dead at Saint Helena, ■ — he I Hein ! waa that a 
climate and a dwelling fit for a man accustomed to live 
with bis feet in the stirrups and his seat on a throne? 
They Bay he gardened there ! Damn it, he wasn't born 
to plant cabbages 1 But now wo have to serve the 
Bourbons, and serve them loyally, too ; for after all, 
as you said yesterday, France is France." 

Uttering the liist woi-ds. Gencstas dismounted and 
mechanically imitated Benassis, who fastened the bridle 
of his horse to a tree. 

" Is it possible she is absent? " said the doctor, not 
seeing tlie Fosseusc on the threshold of the door. 

They entered, and found no one on the gi-ouud-floor. 

" She must have heai-d the steps of the horses," said 
Benassis, smiling, "and slie has run up to put on a 
ribbon, a lielt, or some such fripperj-." 

He left Gencstas by himself, auil went \ 
find her. 



The captain looked about the room. The walls were 
covered witli gray paper scattered over with roses ; the 
floor had a straw matting, laid like a carpet. The 
chairs and tables were of wood with the bark still on. 
Flower-stands, made of hoops wound witli osier and 
filled with plants and mosses, ornamented the room, 
whose windows were draped with curtains of wliite 
cauibric fringed with red. On the mantel-shelf was a 
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mirror, and a plain porcelain vase between two lamps; 
before an armchair stood a footstool of flr-bark ; near 
it a table covered with linen already cut out, parts of 
sbirts, a few gussets, and all the apparatus of a sewing- 
woman, — basket, scissors, thread, and needles. All 
was clean and fresh, like b. shell lately tossed by tbe sea 
upon a beach. On the other aide of the passage, at 
tbe end of whieh was the staircase, Geneatas found the 
kitchen : the upper Boor, like tbe ground-floor, must 
therefore have had but two rooms. 

"Don't bo afraid," said Benassis to the Fosscusc; 
" come down." 

Aa he heard these words, Genestaa hastilj' retreated 
to the salon. A young girl, slight and well-made, in a 
dress of pink cambric with tiny sliipes, belted round the 
waist, now showed hereelf, blushing with modesty and 
eh^vnesa. Her face was not remarkable, exceiit for a 
certain flatness of the features, — making it resemble the 
Cossack and Russian faces which the disasters of 1814 
have, uiihappil3', made popularly known in France. 
The Fosseuse had, like tiiose northern peoples, a nose 
turned upward and flattened at the end. Her mouth 
was wide, her chin small, her hands and arms red, her 
feet large and strong, like those of a peasant. Though 
constantly' exposed to the harsh and drying winds and 
to the action of the sun and air, her complexion was 
pale, like that of a wilted plant. But this paleness 
made the face interesting at the fli'st glance ; and she 
had so sweet an expression in her blue eyes, such gi-ace 
iu her movements, and in her voice so much soul, that 
notwithstanding the dlBcrepancy between her features 
and the qualities Benassis had attributed to her, the 
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esptaia recognized the ailing and capricious creature 
the doctor had pictured, a prey to the suITeringa of a 
nature balked of its development. 

After quickly mending tlie fire, made of peat and 
dried twigs, the Fossense sat down in the arm-chair, 
took the unQnished shirt and remained, half-basliful, 
under the eyes of the officer, not daring to look up, — 
calm apparently, though the quick heaving of her 
boaom, the beauty of which Geuestas noticed, disclosed 
Ler fear. 

" Well, my poor child, how are you getting on with 
your work?" asked lienassis, picking up some pieces of 
the linen that was destined to become a shirt. 

The Fosseuae looked at the doctor with a timid, sup- 
plicating air. 

" Don't scold me, monsieur," she said ; " I 've done 
nothing to-day, though the shirts were ordered by you 
for persons who are greatly in need of them. But the 
weather was so fine 1 went to walk. I 've gathered 
you a quantity of mushrooms and some white truffles, 
which 1 carried to Jacquotte. She was very glad to get 
them, for it seems you have people to dinner. I was 
BO glad that I guessed right ; something told me to go 
and gather them." And she began to sew. 

" You have a very pretty bouse, mademoiselle," said 
Genestas. 

"It is not mine, monsieur," she answered, looting 
at the stranger with ej'ea that seemed to blush, " it 
belongs to Monsieur Benassis." And she softly turned 
her eyes upon the doctor. 

' Tou know very well, my child," he said, taking her 



hand, *' that no 
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r turn you out of it." 
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The FosBenae rose with a. haety moTement and left 
the room. 

" Well? " said the doctor to the soldier, " what do 
you think of her?" 

" I must say," answered Genestas, " that she strangely 
interests me. You Iiave indeed made her a pretty 
nest," 

" Bah ! a fifteen or twenty sous paper — well chosen, 
I admit; that's ail. The furniture does not amount 
to much ; it was all made by my basket-maker, who 
wished to show his gratitude. The Fosseuse herself 
made the curtains with a. few yards of calico. The 
bouse and its simple fittings strike you as pretty be- 
cause you see them on a mountain slope, in a lonely 
region where yon did not expect to find anj- fitness of 
things. The secret of this charm is in the sort of har- 
mony which reigns between the house and Nature 
which has brought ti^ether the brooks and a few well- 
grouped trees, and has carpeted the little lawn with 
her finest grasses, her fragrant strawberry-plants, and 
the pretty violets — Well, what was the matter?" ho 
added, addressing the Fosseuse, who now returned. 

" Nothing, nothing," she answered ; " I thought one 
of my hens was missing." 

She was not tilling the truth, but the doctor alone 
noticed it. He whispered in her ear, — 

" Tou have been crying? " 

" Why do you say those things to me before other 
people?" she answered. 
■ "Mademoiselle," said Genestas, "you make a great 
mistake by living here alone ; in such a pretty cage as 
this you ought to have b, husband." 
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"That is true," she said." but how can it be helped? 
I ara poor, and I am diiHcult to please. I don't feel 
inclined to carry a man's dinner to the fields ; nor to 
drag a hand-cart ; nor to feel tlie poverty of those I 
might love, and be nnable to remove it ; nor yet to hold 
children in my ai'ma all day, and mend a man's ra^cd 
clothing. Monsieur le curi5 tells me such thoughts are 
not Christian. I know that; but what's to be doae? 
Some days I would rather eat dry bread than bare to 
prepare my dinner. Wonld you have me burdeu a man 
with my defects? He might wear himself out trj-ing to 
satisfy my caprices ; and that would n't be just. Bah I 
fate bas flung me a hard lot, and I must carry it alone." 

'* Besides, she was born a do-nothing, my poor Fob- 
seuse," said Benassis, " and we must take her as she is. 
But what she tells you only means she has never loved 
any one yet," he added, laughing. 

Then be rose, and went out a moment on the lawn. 

"Yott must love Monsieur Benassis very much," 
Genestas said to the young girl. 

" Oh, yea, monsieur I and there are many people in 
the district, tike myself, who would gladly cut them- 
selves in pieces for him. But he who cures others has 
Bomething within bimself that nothing can cure. You 
are his friend; perhaps you know what it is? Who 
could have wounded a man like him? — the true image 
of the good God upon earth I I know many here who 
believe their wheat gi'ows better if be bas passed by the 
fields." 

" And you, do yon believe it? " 

" I, monsieur, when I have seen him — " She seemed 
to hesitate, then she added, " I am happy for the rest 
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of the day." She bowed her head, and began to ply 
her needle with singular deftness. 

" Well, has the captain been telling you tales of 
Napoleon?" asked the doctor, re-entering, 

" Has monsieur ever seen the Emperor?" cried the 
FoBseuae, gating into the face of the officer with pas- 
sionate curiosity. 

" BlesB mel yes," said Gencstas, "a thousand 

"Ah I I wish T could know something about the 
army!" 

" Perhaps to-morrow we will come and take onr 
morning coffee with j'ou, and then you shall hear ' some- 
thing about the army,' my child," said Benassis, taking 
her by the neck and kissing her brow, "She is my 
daughter," he added, turning to Genestas. " If I haxa 
not kissed hor on the forehead I miss something from 
mj- daily life." 

The Fosscuse pressed bis hand, and said in a low 
voice, " Oh, how good you are! " They left her, but 
she followed to see them mount. When Genestas was 
in the saddle, she whispered in Benaiasis's ear, " Who 



"Ha! ha I" replied the doctor, putting his foot in 
the stirrup, " a husband for you, perhaps." 

She remained standing, and watched them as they 
rode down the winding way. When they had passed 
below the garden they saw her, pei-ched on a heap of 
stones, and watching still to give them a last nod. 

" Monsieur, there is something very extraordinary 
about that girl," said Genestas to the doctor, when they 
were at some distance from the house. 
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"Yes, is there not? I have told myself a score of 
times that she would make a charming wife ; but I can- 
not love her otherwise than oa we love a Bister or a 
mother ; my heart is dead." 

"Haa she any relations ?" asked Geneatas. "Who 
■were her fatheP aud mother? " 

" Oh, it ia quite & history," said Benassia. " She has 
neither father nor mother nor relatives. Her very name 
has an interest for me. The Fosaeuse was bom in this 
village. Her father, a laborer of Saint-Lanreut dii Font, 
was called the Foaaeur, no doubt an abbreviation offos- 
aoyeur, because the office of grave-digger had been 
fi'om time immemorial in bis family. There is all the 
gloom of a cemetery in that name. According to an 
old Eoman custom, still nsed bei'e as in other parts of 
France, wJiich consists in giving to women the names 
of their husbands, with the feminine termination of the 
words, this girl is called the FoBsense from Fosaenr, 
her father's name. The laborer married, for love, the 
lady's maid of a certain countess, whose property is not 
many miles from this district. Here, aa ia most country 
regions, the pasaion of love counts for Utile in mar- 
riage. Aa a general thing the peasant wants a wife 
to bear him children, to make him good soup and bring 
it to the fields, to spin the cloth for his shirts, and mend 
his coats. For a long time, no sucheventasa mamage 
for love had happened in this valley, where it often 
happens that a young man will leave hia betrothed for 
some richer girl who has three or four more acres of 
land. The fate of the Foaaeur and his wife waa not 
BufHciently bappj' to wean the countrj'-people from snch 
selfish calculations. La Fosseuse, the mother, was a 
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haiK^soiue woman, who died in giring birth to her 
daughter. The husband took his loss so much to heart 
that he was dead within a year, lem-ing nothing what- 
ever to his child but her feeble and precarious life. 
The little girl was charitably caret! for by a neighbor, 
who brought her up till she was nine years old ; by that 
time, her support became too heavy an expense for the 
worthy woman, and Jhe child was sent to beg on the 
highroad at the season of the year when travellers pass 
this way. It happened that the orphan begged at the 
chateau of the countess, and was kept there in memory 
of her mother. She was trained to become in time the 
waiting-maid of the daughter of the house, who was 
married five years later. Meantime, the poor cliild fell 
a victim to the caprices of rich people, who for the 
most part are neither gracious nor consistent in their 
generosity ; benevolent by fits and starts, now patrons, 
then friends, often masters, they make the akeady false 
position of orphan children in whom they take an in- 
terest, still more false ; they thoughtlessly toy with their 
hearts and lives and future careers, regarding them as 
of little account Tlie Fosseusc became at first almost 
tlie companion of the young heiress ; she was taught 
to read and write, and her future mistress sometimes 
amnsed herself by gi^'ing the girl music lessons. Uy 
turns lady's-maid and companion, her masters made 
an incomplete being of her. She contracted a taste for 
luxury and fine clothes, and acquired manners that 
were out of keeping with her real position. Since then, 
misfortunes have harshly tutored her spirit, but they 
have never efiiced its sense of belonging to a better 
destiny. At last, one day, one fatal day, the young 
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ootintess, then married, discovered tlie girl, who hy that 
time was only her waiting-maid, decked out in one of 
her ball-dreasea and daucing before a glass. The or- 
phan, just sixteen years old, was pililessly sent awuy. 
Her ludolence drove her back into poverty ; she wan- 
dered about the roads, begging or working in the man- 
ner I told you. Often she thought of jumping into the 
water, — eometimea of giving herself to the flrst-eomer ; 
the greater part of the time slie lay in the sun at the 
foot of a wall, thoughtful and gloomy, with her head 
in the grass. Travellers used to fling her a few sous, 
just because she aaked for nothing. For a whole year 
&he was in the hospital at Annecy, after a laborious 
harvest, at which she had worked l>eyond her strength 
iu the hope of killing herself. You should hear her tell 
of her feelings and ideas during this period of her life ; 
her confidences are often very curious. She came baek 
to this valley about the time I resolved to settle here. 
Wishing to understand the morale of all my people, 
I studied her character, which interested me; then, 
after discovering her organic imperfections, I resolved 
to take care of the poor girl. Perhaps in time she will 
get accustomed to work at her needle ; but in any case, 
I have made a proiision for her." 

" She ia very lonely up there," said Genestas. 

" No," replied Benassis ; " one of my shephei"d- 
women sleeps in her house. You did not notice my 
farm buildings which are above the house, fur they are 
hidden among the flr-trees. Oh, she is perfectly safe. 
Besides, we have no lawless fellows in our valley ; if, 
by chance, one turns up, I send him to the army ; they 
make excellent soldiers." 

10 
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" Poor girl ! " said Geneatas. 

*'The country-people don't pity her," replied the 
doctor. "On the contrary, tbey tliink her very for- 
tunate. There's this difference between her and the 
other women, only they can't see it, — to them God has 
given strength, to her weakness." 

As the two riders emerged upon the new road to 
Grenoble, Benassis, who foresaw its effect upon Gc^n- 
estas, reined up, with a satisfied look, to enjoy his 
sariirise. Two walls of verdure, sixty feet high, bor- 
dered, as far as the eye could reach, a wide road raised 
and rounded in the middle like the gravel-walk of a 
garden, and made a natural monument which any man 
might well be proud to have created. Each tree, left 
untriramed, took the shape of the enormous greeo palm 
which makes the Lombardy poplar one of the finest 
specimens of vegetation. One side of the road, which 
was already in shadow, resembled a vast rampart of 
black foliage ; while the otlier, strongly lighted by the 
setting sun which touched the young shoots with tints 
of gold, offered in contrast a play of light and its 
refiections, as the sunshine and the breeze touched the 
swaying curtain of leaves. 

"You must be very happy here," cried Genestas. 
"There is so much to give you pleasure." 

"Monsieur," said Benassis, " the love of nature is the 
only love which does not disappoint our human hopes. 
Here there are no deceptions. These poplars are only 
ten years old ; but did you ever see any better grown?" 

" God is great ! " said the soldier, stopping in the 
middle of the road, of which he could see neither the 
beginning nor the end. 



The Country Doctor. 



147 



" Tou do me good," aaid the doctor, " It gives me 
pleasure to bear yoa say what I so oftea think in the 
middle of this avenue. Surelj, there ia something reli- 
gious in this spot. We are two specks as we stand 
here, and tlie sense of our littleness brings as back to 
God." 

They rode slowly and in silence, listening to the foot- 
fall of their horses, which sounded along the veiflaiit 
gallery as if they were pacing under the vaults of a 
cathedral. 

" How many emotions there are of which city people 
know nothing," said the doctor. "Do you smell 
the odors exhaled by the gum of the poplars and the 
young shoots of the larch ? how delicious! " 

" Listen I " exclaimed Genestas ; " wait a moment." 

They heard a song in the distance. 

" Is it a woman, or a man, or a bird ? " said the cap- 
tain in a low voice ; " or is it the voice of the glorious 
scenery?" 

"It is something of them all," replied the doctor, 
dismounting and fastening his horse to the branch of 
a poplar. 

He signed to the officer to do as he did, and to fol- 
low him. They wallied slowly along a footpath, be- 
tween hedges of hawthorn white witli bloom that ehed 
its penetrating perfume on the moist evening atmos- 
phere. The Bunbeama poured into the narrow way with 
a sort of impetnosity, which the shadows cast by the 
tall curtain of poplars made all the more perceptible ; 
the vigorous jets of light enveloping in nuldy tints a 
eott^e placed at the farther end of the sandy patliway. 
A dust of gold seemed scattered on its thatched roof, 
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usually brown like the sbell of a horee-cbestnnt, and 
wljose ragged eaves were green witli Louse-leeks and 
variotia mosses. The cottage itself could scarcely be 
seen in the baze of light ; the old walls, the door, 
and all about it had a fugitive glory ; all was acci- 
dentally beautiful, as the human face is sometimes seen 
to be under the influence of a passion that warms and 
colors it. In the free life of the open air we meet with 
fleeting sjlvan loveliness which snatches from our hearts 
the wisli of the apostle when he said to Jesus on tiie 
mountain, " Let us build liere our tabernacle." Nature 
at tills moment seemed to have a voice as pure and 
sweet as she herself is pure and sweet ; but the voice was 
sad, like the sun-gleams that were dropping westward, 
— vague images of death, divine warning given by 
the sun in the heavens, as the flowers and tbe pretty 
ephemeral insects give it upon earth. At this hour the 
tintsof the sky are full of sadness, and tbe voice was sad. 
It sang a popular song, a song of love and of regret, 
that roused the national hatred of France against Eng- 
land until Beaumarcbais restored its poetic value, and 
placed it on the French stjige in the mouth of a page 
opening his heart to his godmother. Tlie air was sung 
without words, in plaintive tones, by a voice wbich 
vibrated on tbe soul and moved it to pity. 

" The swan's song ! " said Benassis. " Not twice in 
a generation does that soug reach the ears of man. 
Make haste, I must stop it. The child is killing him- 
self; it is cmel to listen any longer — Ilusb ! Jacques, 
hush 1 " cried the doctor. 

Tbe song ceased. Genestas stood still, motionless 
and bewildered. A cloud obscured the sou ; the laud- 
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BCflpe and the voice were mute together. Cold shadows 
Hnd silence succeeded tlie soft splendors of light, the 
warm breath of the atmosphere, and the song of the 
child. 

" Why do you disobey me?" said Benasaia. " I 
will give you do more rice-cakes, no more snaU-soup, 
or fresh datea, or white bread. Do yoii want to die, 
and leave your poor mother all alone?" 

Genestas aflvanced into a little courtyard, kept toler- 
ably clean, and saw a boy of fifteen, feeble as a woman, 
blonde ia complexion, with scai-cely anj- hair, and a 
color in hia cheeks that looked like rouge. lie rose 
slowly from the bench where lie bad been sitting under 
a tall Jasmine and some lilac-bushes, which grew wild 
and had ncai-ly covered bim with their foliage. 

" You know," continued the doctor, " that I told you 
to go to bed before tlie sun, and not expose yourself 
to the evening air ; and also not to talk ; why, then, 
do you sing?" 

"But, Monsieur Benassts, it is very warm here; and 
it is so good to be warm. I am always cold. I fell so 
comfortable that I never thought; I began to sing 
Maibrouff a'en va-t-en guerre, just for amusement, and 
then I listened to myself, for my voice is exactly like 
the pipe of your shepherd." 

" Well, my poor Jacques, don't do it again ; do you 
hear? Give me your hand." 

The doctor felt his pulse. The boy's blue eyes were 
habitually gentle, but fever now made them brilliant. 

" Ah, I knew it, you are in a perspiration," said 
" is your mother here?" 

" No, monsieur." 
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The sick lad, followed hy Bcnassis and the captain, 
entered the cottage. 

" Light a candle, Captain Bluteau," aaid tlie doctor, 
Its he helped Jacques to take off his coarse and ragged 
clothing. 

When Genestas had lighted the room he was struck 
with the excessive thinness of the lad, who was nothing 
more than skin and bone. After the little peasant was 
put to bed, fienassis tapped his chest and listened to 
the noise his flngere made ; then, having noted those 
sounds of evil augury, he drew the bedclothes over the 
boy, stowl a few feet away, and watched him. 

" How do you feel, my little man? " 

Benasais placed a little table with four turned legs 
bcsicle the bed, looked for a glass and phial that were 
on the mantel-shelf, and made a drink by pouring into 
some water a few drops of a brown liqnid contained 
in the phial, which he measured carefully by the light 
of the candle held by Genestaa. 

" Your mother is late in coming home," 

" Hero she cornea now, monsieur ; I hear her sl«p on 
the path." 

The doctor and the officer waited and looked about 
them. At the foot of the bed lay a mattress of dry 
moss, without sheets or covering, on which the mother 
no doubt slept in her clothes. Genestas pointed to this 
eouch, and Benassis gently inclined hia head as if to 
say that he had already admired the motherly devotion. 
The clattering of wooden shoes sonnded in the court- 
yard, and Benassis went out to meet the woman. 

'* You must sit np with Jacques to-night, mere Colas. 
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If he says he is suffocating, give liim the drink I have 
left in a glass on tlie table. Be careful not to let him 
have more than two or three swallows at a time. The 
quantity in the glass ought to last all night. Above 
all, don't touch the phial. Begin by changing the boy's 
clothing. He has been in a pei-s pi ration." 

"I have n't had time to wash bis shirts to-day, my 
dear monsieur. I had to carry my hemp to Grenoble 
to get some money." 

" Well, 1 'II send 3-ou some shirts." 

"la he worse, my poor lad?" said the woman. 

" We can't expect hitn to be better, mere Colas. He 
has had the iinpnidence to sing; but don't scold him, 
doD't speak harshly to him, take cournge. If Jacques 
complains very much send a neighbor to fetch me. 
Adieu." 

The doctor called to his companion, and they returned 
along the path. 

" Is that peasant lad consumptive? "asked Genestas. 

"Yes, indeed he is," answered Benassis. " Science 
can't save him, unless through some miracle of nature. 
The professors at the School of Medicine in Paris used 
to tell ns about the phenomenon you have just wit- 
nessed. Certain forms of the disease produce changes 
in the voice which give the victims a momentary faculty 
of emitting vocal sounds whose perfection is never at- 
tained by any virtuoso. I have made you spend a 
melancholy day, monsieur," said the doctor, Tfhen he 
had mounted. "On all sides suffering, on all sides 
death, but also resignation. Conn try -people die philo- 
sophically ; they suffer, they say nothing, thej" crouch 
down as the beasts do. But don't let us talk of death 
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any more ; we will ride faster. I want to get l»ofc 
to the village before dark, bo that you vo&y Bee the new 
quarter." 

"Hcj! there's a fire Bomewhere," said Genestas, 
pointing to a part of the mountain where a tongue of 
flame was shooting up. 

" It is haiinlesa. Our lime-burner is probably liglit- 
iug his kiln. That industry, which is new here, utilizes 
the heaths." 

The sudden report of a gun was heai'cl. Benaseia 
let an involuntary exclamation escape hira, and said, 
with a gesture of impatience, — . 

" If that is Butifer, we '11 soon see which of us is the 
Btronger." 

" The shot came from over there," said Genestas, 
pointing to a beechwood situated above them on the 
mountain ; " trust tlie ears of an old soldier." 

" Let 'a get there quickly," cried Bcnassis, heading in 
a straight line for the little wood, and sending his horse 
at full speed over the fields and ditches as though he 
were riding a steeple- chase, — so anxious was he to 
catch the otTender in the act. 

"The man you are after is running away," cried 
Genestas, barely able to keep up with tlie doctor. 

Benassis wheeled his horse round, retraced his steps, 
and the man he was pursuing presently showed bimself 
on a projecting crag some hundred feet above the riders. 

"Butifer," said Bcnassis, observing the man's long 
gun, " come down." 

Butifer recognized the doctor, and responded by 
a friendly and respectful gesture implying perfect 
obedience. 
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" I can Imagine," said Genestas, " that a man under 
tTie influence of fear, oi' some other violent sentimeut, 
could olimb np that point of rock ; but how can he ever 
get down again?" 

"I am not uneasy," answered Benassis; "the goata 
ought to be jealous of that fellow. You '11 see." 

Accustomed, thi-ough bis experience of war, to judge 
of the intrinsic value of men, the captain admired the 
singular agility and graceful precision of all Butifer'a 
movements, as he came down the broken face of the 
rock be had so auilacionsly scaled. The lithe and 
vigorous body of the hunter balanced itself easily in all 
the positions which the steep ridges of the precipice 
compelled it to take ; the foot was planted on an edge 
of rock as tranrinilly as on a lioor, so sure did the man 
seem of being able to make his footing good ; and he 
managed his long gun as though it were a cane. Butifer 
was a young man of medium height, thin, spare, nnit 
sinewy, whose virile beauty impressed Genestas when he 
stood beside him. lie belonged to the class of smugglei's 
who ply tlieir trade without violence, and employ only 
craft and patience to cheat the i-eveuue. His face was 
manly, and much burned by the sun. His eyes, of a clear 
yellow, gleamed like those of an eagle, to whose beak his 
slim nose, slightly curved at the end, bore a strong 
resemblance. His cheek-bones were covered with down. 
His red month, half-open, disclosed teeth of dazzling 
whiteness. His beard, his mustache, his red whiskers 
— which he had allowed to grow and which curled 
naturally — inteusilled the virile and indomilalile ex- 
pi'ession of his features. In him, all denoted strength. 
The muscles of his hands, continually exercised, had a 
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size and solidity whiuh were remaikable, Hia cliest 
waa broad; Lis brow bore the signs of an untutored 
int^Uect. Ue had the intrepid and resolute, though 
quiet uir of a man who was aL-uustoiued to risk his life, 
aad who bad so often exercised his bodily or his intel- 
lectual powers in perils of all kinds that he no longer 
felt the least doubt of himself. He was dressed in 
a blouse torn by the briers, and wore leathern soles 
bound to bis feet by strips of eelskin; a pair of blue 
trousers, pieced and slashed open, esposed to sight his 
red legs, lean, wh'y, and active as those of a deer. 

" You see the man who once shot at me," said Ben- 
assis in a low voice to the soldier. "If now I expressed 
a wish to be rid of any one he would kill bim without 
hesitation. Butifer," continued the doctor, addressing 
the poacber, "I thought you a man of honor, and I 
pledged my word for you because you had pledged 
yours to rue. My promise to the procureur-da-roi at 
Grenoble rested on yours that you would hunt no more ; 
that you would settle down and work and live pru- 
dently. It was j-ou who fired that shot, — bere, on land 
belonging to the Comte de Labranchoir. Hein ! sup- 
pose his game-keeper had heard it, foolish man? It ia 
lucky for you, I won't indict you. for this is not yonr 
first offence, and j'ou have no license to carry arms. 
Did n't 1 let you keep your gun simply because I knew 
your affection for it?" 

"It is a beauty," said the captain, recognizing a 
duck-gun from the manufactory at Saint-Etienne on 
the Loire. 

The poacher looked up at Genesbis as if to thank 
bim for his approbation. 
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" Butifer," contioued Benasais, " your conscience 
oaght to reproach you. If you recommence your old 
courses, you '11 find yourself cornered sorae day in a 
park enclosed with walls. No protection can then 
save you from the gallej"s ; you 11 be branded, dis- 
graced. Bring me your gun this very night, I'll take 
care of it for you." 

Biitifei' clasped the stock of his treasure with a con- 
vulsive movement. 

"You are I'ighl, monsieur le maire," he said. "I 
have done wrong ; I liave broken my pledge ; I 'm a 
dog. My gun must go to you, but you will get it as a 
legaey. The last shot fired by the child of my mother 
goes through my brain. I can't help it ; I have done 
as j'ou wished; I have kept quiet all winter; but in 
the spring the sap rises. I don't know how to dig ; 
I haven't got tlie heart to spend my life fattening 
cliickens ; and I can't bend my spine to spade vege- 
tables, nor lash the air dnving carts, nor live in a stable 
and rub down a horae's bide : must I therefore perish 
of hunger? — I can't live, except up there," he said, 
after a pause, pointing to the mountains. " I 've liecn 
out a week. I saw a chamois, and the chamois is 
there," he added, nodding at the crag. " It is at your 
service. My good Monsieur Bcnassia, let me keep my 
gun. Listen, on my word of honor I'll leave the dis- 
trict; I'll go to the Alps, where the chamois hunters 
won't say me nay, — on the contrary, they 'II welcome me 
with pleasure ; and I shall perish on a glacier. To tell 
the honest truth, I would rather live a year or two on 
the heights, away from governments, and reveiiuc- 
crs, and gamekeepers, and prosecutors, than grovel 
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in your bogs for a hundred years. There 'b no one bat 
you that I 'd regret to leave ; all the others weary my 
life out. When you are in the right, you at least don't 
attack others tootb and nail." 

"And Ixjuise?" said BenasBis. 

Bntifer was silent and thouglitful. 

" Hey I my lati," cried Geneataa, " learn to read and 
write, join my regimeut, lide a liorse, and be a. carabi- 
neer. If the ' boot and saddle ' ever sounds for a real 
war, you '11 see that the good God meant you to live in 
the midst of cannon, and shot, and battles. You'll 
come to be a general 1 " 

" Yes, if Napoleon would return," said Butifer. 

"You remember our agreement?" said the doctor. 
"You promised to become a soldier at your second 
outbreak. I give you sis months to learn to read and 
write, and then I shall find some young fellow of family 
who wants a substitute." 

Butifer looked at the monntains. 

"Oh! j'ou can't go to the Alps," cried Benassis. 
" A man like you, a man of honor, full of noble quali- 
ties, ought to serve his eountrj' and command a brigade, 
and not die at the tail of a chamois. The life you lead 
will land yon in the galleys. Your tremendous exer- 
tions will force yon to taltc long rests ; and after a wliile 
you '11 contract tho viooS of a lazy life, which will de- 
stroy all your ideas of order, and lead j'ou to abuse j'onr 
own healtli and punish yourself; I want, in spite of 
yourself, to put you in the right way." 

" Must I die a lingering death of disgust and weari- 
ness? T stifle in a city. I can't hear more than one 
day in Grenoble when I talic Louise there." 
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" We all have inclinations which we must Itarn 
to Sght if we mean to be useful to our fellows. But 
it is getting late, and I 'm in a hurrj'. You must eome 
and see me to-morrow, and bring your gun ; we will 
talk it all over, my sou. Adieu. Sell your chamois at 
Grenoble," 

" That's what I call a man," said Genestas, as they 
rode on. 

" A man with his feet on a bad road," answered Be- 
nasais. "But wiiat can onedo? You heai'd him. Isn't 
it deplorable to see a man with such fine qualities throw 
himself away? If aa enemy were to invade Franee, 
Butifer at the head of a hundred young fellows could 
hold a division in the Maurienne for a month ; but in 
times of peace be can only spend his energy in braving 
the laws. He needs some force or other to overcome ; 
when he is not risking his life, he is lighting society and 
helping the smugglers. That fellow will cross tlie Rhone 
by liimself in a little boat to carry shoes into Savoie ; 
he can escape, heavily laden, to inaccessible peaks, 
where he is able to live for a eouple of clays on a crust. 
He loves danger as another man loves sleep. By dint 
of enjoying pleasures which give him intense sensations 
he has put himself outside of the interests of every-ilay 
life. Now, 1 am not willing that such a man, by fol- 
lowing the nnoonseions tendency of sucli a life, should 
become a brigand and die on the scaSbld. But sec, 
captain, how the village looks from here." 

Genestas saw in the distance a large square planted 
with trees, in the middle of wliieh was a fountain sur- 
rounded by poplara. The outer circle of this open 
ground was duSued by slopes, on which thiee ticre of 
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trees of different species were planted, — first acacias, 
then the Japanese ailantbus, lastly, to crown the hank, 
some small elms. 

" Tbat is the ground where we hold our fairs," said 
Benassis. " The main street begins with the two good 
houses of which I spoke to you, — that of the justice 
of the peace and the notarj'." 

They now entered a wide street rather neatly paved 
with cobble-stones, on eitlier aide of which about a 
hundred new bouses had been l>uilt ; all of them sepa- 
rated by gardens. The church, whose portico made n 
pretty perspective, closed tiie end of this street, from 
the centre of which two others had latelj' been laid out, 
where seTcral houses were already built. The mairie, 
situated on an open square near tbe cbnrch, was oppo- . 
site the parsonage. As Renassia rode forward, women, 
children, and men whose daj-'s work was over, came 
out on their dooreteps. Some took off theircaps to him, 
others bade bim good-evening ; the little children jumped 
about his borse.aa if the kindness of tbe animal were as 
well known to them as tbat of its master. Tbe seene 
was one of mute or miirinured gladness that, like all 
deep sentiments, had its own reserves, and its comoiu- 
nicative attraction. Geuestas thought, as he noted tlje 
welcome that was proffered to the doctor, that the latter 
had been too modest in the account he had given 
over-night of t!ie affection felt for him in the district. 
It was indeed the sweetest of royalties, — one whose 
divine rights are written on tbe hearts of the subjects ; 
a royalty that ia real. However dazzling the rays of 
the power or the glory a man enjoys, his soul soon 
gauges the satisfactions that all external action procures 
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for him ; he perceives his real nothingness when he finds 
nothing changed, nothing new, nothing grander in the 
exercise of his physical faculties. Kings may possess 
the earth, but they are forced, like other men, to live in 
a little circle and submit to its laws ; and their happiness 
depends on the personal impressions they receive. 
Throughout his district Benassis met with nothing but 
obedience and Mendship. 
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THE NAPOLEON OF ITIB FEOPLE. 

"Do pray come, monsieur," cried Jacquotte; "these 
[1 have been waiting for you euch a time. But 
tliat 'b always the way ! yoii spoil my dinner when it 
ouglit to be particularly good. It is all sodden by tiiis 

"Well, well, here we are," said Benassis, laughing. 

The riders dismounted and entered the scUo?i, where 
the guests invited by the doctor were assembled. 

"Messieurs," said he, taking Genestos by the hand, 
"I have tlie honor to present to you Monsieur Biuteau, 
captainof ai'pgiraent of cavaJryingarrisonat Grenoble, 
— an old soldier, who has promised to stay some time 
among ua." 

Then, addressing Genestas, he motioned to a tall, 
thin old man witli gray hair, dressed in blacl;, and 
said: "This is Monsieur Dufau. the justice of the 
peace of whom I spoke to you, and who has so greatly 
contributed to the prosperity of this district. This 
gentleman," he continued, taking Genestas up to a pale 
young man of medium height, also dressed in black, 
and who wore spectacles, "is Monaieitr Tonnelet, the 
son-in-law of Monsieur Gravier, the first notary who 
settled in the village." Then, turning to a stout man, 
half-peasant, half- bourgeois, with a coarse, blotched 
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face, that was, however, full of gootl-humor, "This," 
lie said, " is MonsieurCambou, my worthy associate, anil 
the wooci-merchaot to whom I owe the good-will tliis 
community has bestowed upon me. He is one of the 
projectors of tbe new road which you admired so much. 
I need not," added Benassis, motioning towards the 
curate, "teU you the profession of tliis gentleman. You 
ace a man whom no one can help loving." 

The countenauoe of the priest attracted the attention 
of the soldier by au expression of rnorul beauty whose 
seduction was iri'esistible. At first eight, the face 
might seem ill-favored, for the lines were rugged and 
severe. The slight figure, its emaciation, its attitude, 
all told of great physical weakness ; but the countenance, 
always placid, testified to the deep inward peace of 
a Christian, and the strength begotten by chastity of 
Boul. His eyes, which seemed to reflect the skies, re- 
vealed the inextinguishable fires of charity which con- 
sumed his heart. His gestures, infrequent and natural, 
were those of a modest man. and his movements had 
the vii^in simplicity of a young girl's. Hia presence 
inspired resiJect and a vr^ue desire for closer relations 
to him. 

" Ah, monsieur le maire ! " be said, bending as if to 
escape the praise Benassis bestowed upon him. 

The tones of his voice stirred the soltlier to his veiy 
centre, and the few wonis uttered by this unknown man 
threw liim into a revery that was almost rehgious. 

"Messieurs," said Jacquotte, coming into the very 
middle of the room, and standing with her hands on her 
hips, "the sonp is on tlie table," 

Invited by the doctor, who called each in turn, to 
IJ 
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avoid the ceremouies of precedence, the five guests 
passed into the dining-room and sat down at table, 
after hsteoing to the Benedicite, which the curate re- 
cited in a low voice, without empbaais. The table waa 
covered with a cloth of tlie double damask invented in 
the days of Henry IV". by the brothers Graindorge,^ 
clever manufacturers, who gave their name to the heavy 
fabric so well known to houackcepera. The linen, of 
dazzling whiteness, smelt of the thj-me which Jacqiiotte 
put into her washtubs. The dinner-service waa while 
porcelain with a bhie edge, in perfect presen'ation. 
TJie decanters had the antique octagon shape wliich in 
these days ia found only in the provinces. The han- 
dles of the knives were of carved born, and each repre- 
sented a grotesque figure. These relics of a past 
lusurj', which were nevertheless almost new, seemed in 
keeping with the frankness and warm-hearted uees of 
the master of the houae. The attention of Genestaa 
was arrested for a moment by the cover of tlie aonp- 
tureen, topped by a bunch of vegetables in high relief, 
and veiy well colored after the mapner of Bernard 
Falissy, a celebrated potter and enameller of the six- 
teenth century. 

The assembled company was not wanting in original- 
ity. The powerful heads of Benassis and Genestas con- 
trasted admirably with tbe apostolic bead of Monsieur 
Janvier, just as the withered faces of the justice of the 
peace and the assistant-mayor threw the younger face 
of the notary into relief. Society seemed to be repre- 
sented by these diverse ph3'siognomies, all bearing 
signs of inward contentment, satisfaction in the pres- 
ent, and faith in the future. Monsieur Tonnelet and 
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Monsieur Janvier, less advanced in life, liked to eearch 
into the events of the fiitui-e, which they felt belonged 
to them ; the other guests preferred to keep the con- 
veraation to the past ; but all looked with serioua eyes 
npon the things of life, and tbeir opinions reflected a 
double tinge of melancholy ; one side had the pallor of 
the evening twilight, the memorj-, nearly effaced, of 
joys that never could return ; the other, like the dawn, 
gave promise of another day. 

" Yon must be very tired to-night, monsieur le curd," 
said Monsieur Cambon. 

"Yea, monsieur," answered Monsieur Janvier, "the 
funeral of the poor cretin and that of Pbre Pelletier 
were at different hours." 

" We can now putl down the hovels of the old vil- 
lage," said Benasais to bis asaooiate, " To clear away 
these houses will bring ua in at least as much as an 
acre of fields. The district will also save the hundred 
francs it cost to support Claude the crutia." 

" We ought to put that hundred francs for the next 
three years into building a bridge with one arch over 
the great brook on the lower road," said Monsieur 
Cambon. " The people of the village, and of the val- 
ley too, have a habit of crossing the land of Jean 
Frangots Fastureau, and tbej'will end by spoiling it in a 
way to injure the poor man." 

" Certainly," said the justice of the peace, " the 
money could not he better applied. To my thinking, 
the abuses of the right of way are one of tlie great evils 
in the country. A tenth of all the suits brought in the 
courts relates to this abuse ; it attacks, almost with 
mpunity, the rights of property in very many districts. 
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Respect fbr propertj' and respect for taw are sentiments 
too often ignored ; it is necessary to pi-oiimlgat« them. 
Many persons think it diahonorable to lend assistance 
to tlie law, and the saying, ' go and get hanged else- 
where,' whiuli has passed into a proverb, aod seems 
based ou a feeling of laudable generosity, ie, at bottom, 
only a hypocritical formula which serves to gloss over 
our own egotism. We are — and we had better avow 
it — wanting in patriotism. The true patriot is the 
citizen who ie suflBciently convinced of the iinporUDce 
of the laws to insist on their being executed, even at 
his own risk and peril. Let an evil-doer go free, and 
we make ourselves guilty of hia future crimes." 

" All things hang together," said Benassis. " If the 
mayors kept the roads in good repair the people would 
make no by-paths. If common councils were better 
educ'ated they would stand by the owners of property 
and the mayors whenever they oppose an unjust right 
of way : aU should unite to make ignorant persons 
see that castle, field, cottage, and tree are equally 
sa^^red, and tliat the question of Right is not affected 
by the different values of property. But such ideas 
cannot be forced ; they depend on the moral state of 
the population, and we cannot completely reform that 
without the efficacious assistance of the curates. This 
is not addressed to j'ou, Monsieur Janvier." 

" I don't take it to myself," said the curate, laugh- 
ing. " Is n't my heart set on making Catholic doctrine 
chime with your administrative creed ? I often en- 
deavor in my pastoral teacliings as to theft to inculcate 
the very ideas you have uttered on the matter of right. 
God does not measure the theft by the value of tiie 
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thii^ stolen ; he judges the thief. That has been gist 
or tbe parables I try to adapt to the intuUigence of my 
pariah ioiiers." 

" You have succeeded, monsieur le curij," said Cam- 
bon. "I can judge of the changes you have worked 
in the minds of the people, by comparing tbe present 
state of the district nitb its past. Certainly there are 
few neighborhoods where tiie working-men arc aa scru- 
pulous as they are here in giving their full hours of 
labor. The cattle are better cared for, and do no 
damage unless accidentally. The woods arc respected. 
In short, yon have made our peaaantry understand that 
the leisure of the rich is the reward of a thrifty and 
serious life." 

"If that is so, monsieur le cnni," said Genestaa, 
" jou ought to be well pleased with your flock." 

"Monsieur," said the priest, "we cau't expect to 
find angels here below. Wherever there is poverty 
there is suffering. Suffering and poverty are living 
forces, which have their abuses just aa power baa. 
When a peasant has ais miles to walk to hia daily 
work, and returns weary in tbe evening, only to see a 
sportsman cutting across fields and meadows to get 
tlie sooner to his dinner, do you think he can have 
mucli scruple in doing likewise ? Of thoae who seize a. 
riglit of way. about which you were complaining just 
now, who is the delinquent? — the man who works, or 
he who amuses himself? Tbe I'ich and tlie poor both 
bring evil upon us in these days, the one as much 
as the other. Faith, like power, should descend from 
the celestial and the social heights above us ; neverthe- 
less, in our time, the upper classes have leas faith than 
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the body of the peopie, to whom God promises in a 
future life a tompensalioo for their woes in tlais, if they 
bear them patientlj-. Wliiie I submit to ecclesiastical 
dieeipline, and defer to the opinions of my superiors, I 
nevertheless thinlc that for a long time to come we 
ought to be less exacting in matters of doctrine, and 
endeavor to bring the religious sentiment back into 
tbe heart, here, in this laud, where men are discussing 
Christianity instead of practising its ma:cims. TLe 
philosuphism of the rich haa been a fatal example to the 
poor, and tlie cause of long interregnums in the king- 
dom of God. The power tliat we gain to-day over our 
flocks depends entirely on our personal influence. Is it not 
a misfortune that the fnitli of a district is owing to the 
respect felt for one man ? When Christianity has again 
fertilized the social system by impregnating all classes 
with its essential principles, its worship will no longer 
be called in question. The worship of a religion is 
its outward foiTQ ; societies only exist by forms and 
signs. To yon the banner, to ns the cross," 

" Monsieur le cur^," said Genestaa, "I should tike 
to know why you prevent these poor people &om dancing 
on Sundaj-." 

" Monsieur," answered tbe cure, " we do not dislike 
dancing in itself; we only forbid it as being one cause 
of the immorality wliich disturbs the peace and cor- 
rupts the manners of the country. If we purify the 
s[jii'it of faintly, and insist on the saeredness of its 
bonds, do we not cut off the evil at its roots? " 

" I know," said Monsieur Tonnelet, " tliat disorders 
must be expected in all districts, but In ours they are 
becoming rare. If some of our peasants have no acru- 
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pie in cheating a neighiwr of a furrow of earth when 
they till it, or in cutting the oaiers of another man when 
they want them, at least theae things are mere pecca- 
dilloes compared to the sina of the citj-'folk. I think 
the peasants of this valley are very religious." 

" Oh. religious !" said the curate, smiling ; "fanati- 
cism is not to be dreaded here." 

"But, monsieur le cure," said Cambon, "if all the 
villagers went to mass, and confessed to you once a 
week, how could tliey cultivate the land? moreover, yon 
would need three priesta, instead of one, to attend to 
your duties." 

" Monsieur," returned the curate, " labor ia prayer. 
The practice of duty carries with it a knowledge of Oie 
religious principles that are tlie life of societies." 

" What do you make of patriotism? "asked Genestaa. 

"Patriotism," replied the curate, gravely, "inspires 
only transient emotions ; religion renders them lasting. 
Patriotism is a momentary forget fulness of self-interest ; 
Cliristianity is a complete system of opposition to Ihe 
depraved tendencica of mankind." 

" And yet, monsieiu:, during the wars of the Revolu- 
tion — " 

"Yes, during the Bevolution we did marvels," said 
Benassis, interrupting Geneetas; "but twenty years 
later, in 1814, our patriotism was already dead ; whereas 
France and Europe have flimg themselves upon Asia 
twelve times in a hundred years, — driven to it by 
religions sentiment." 

" Perhaps," said the justice of the peace, " it is easy 
to make terms with the selBsb interests which are at the 
bottom of the struggles of nation against nation, whereas 
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the religious wars undertaken for the maintenancB of 
dogma, the ohject of which can never be precise, are 
necessanly interminable." 

"Monsieur I you are not serving the fish," said 
Jacqiiott«, who, aided by Nicolle, was waiting on 



Faithful to her usual ctistoni, the cook bronght in 
each dish by itself, one after the otiier, — a fashion 
which has the inconvenience of obliging gastronomes 
to eat a great deal, while moderate people, whose 
hunger has been appeased by the lirst dishes, are com- 
pelled to leave the choice ones untonched. 

" Oh, monsieur," said the priest to tlie justice of the 
peace, " bow can you assert that tiie religioua wars had 
no distinct purpose ? Fonnerly, religion was so pow- 
erful a bond in society that matei-iat interests could not 
be separated from religious qiieslionB. Every soldier 
knew for what he was fighting." 

" If they fought so often for religion, God must have 
built that stroeture verj' imperfectly," said Genestos, 
"A divine institution ought to convince the minds of 
men by its inherent quality of truth, ought it not ? " 

All the guests looked at the curate. 

"Messieurs," said Monsieur Janvier, "religion la 
to be felt, not defined. We cannot Judge the means 
nor the ends of tlie Almighty." 

" From that point of view, a man must believe in 
all your genuflections ! " said Genestas, in the jovial 
tone of an old soldier, little accustomed to think of 
God. 

" Monsieur," said the priest gravely, " the Cntliolic 
i-eligion brings human cares and perplexities to a safe 



The C'ountrt/ Doctor. 169 

end. But were it otherwise, I might etill ask what you 
risk in beheving ita truths ? " 

" Not mcch," said Geneataa. 

" Well ; and what do you not risk by believing noth- 
ing? However, let na speak of the earthly interests 
which move nearly touch you. See bow strongly the 
finger of God is imprinted on the things of life by the 
hand of his vicar. Men have lost much in wandering 
fl-om the paths marked out by Chiistianity. The 
Church, whose history few people take the trouble to 
read, and which thej' judge by certain erroneons opinions 
designedly spread abroad among the masses, otfers tbat 
perfect model of go^'ernment which men are searching 
for to-day. The prineiple of election bas long made 
the Church a great political power. Formerly, there 
was not a single religious institution that was not based 
on liberty and equality. All vocations co-operated in 
the work. The heads of colleges, abbiSa, bishops, tlie 
general of the oitler, and the Pope himaeli' were con- 
scientiously chosen to meet the needs of the Chureb. 
They gave expression to its idea ; blind obedience waa 
therefore their due. I refrain from speaking of the 
social beneiits of that idea, — an idea t^hich has made 
the modern nations, which has inspired so many poems, 
cathedrals, statues, pictures, and musical w^rks, — and 
I will only ask you to observe that your general electious, 
trial by jon-, and the two Chambers have their roots in 
provincial and tBcumenical councila, iu the episcopate, 
and the college of cardiuala, — with this diiference, as it 
seems to me, that tlie present philosophical ideas on 
civilization pale before the sublime and divine idea of 
Catholic communion, the type of a universal social 
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commnnioQ, brought about by the Word and by fbe 
Deed united under llie control of religioua truth. It will 
be difficult for tbe new political systems, however per- 
fect tbey are held to be, to do again the mnrvellona 
works of the ages in which tlie Church controlled the 
ham an intelletit." 

" Why BO?" asked Genestna. 

"Because, in tbe first plaee, election, to become a 
principle, requires absolute equality in the electors; 
they must be ' equal qnanlities,' to use a geometrical 
expression, and tliat equality modern politics can never 
obtain. Moreover, the great tilings of social existence 
can only be done by the power of such sentiments as 
BXK able to unite men, and modern philosophy has based 
tbe laws on personal interests, which isolate them. 
Fonnei-ly, far more than at present, men were fouud 
among the nations who were generously inspired by a 
maternal sense of the unrecognized rights and sufferings 
of the masses. Thus the priest, child of the middle 
classes, opposed the material forces of the world, and 
protected the people from their oppi-essoi-s. The Churcli 
hoa had temlorial possessions, but her temporal inter- 
ests, which, it was thought, would consolidate and 
strengthen her, have, in the end, weakened her action. 
Indeed, whenever the priest has privileged properly, he 
appears as an oppressor. If the State pays him, he is 
servant to the Stat«, and his lime, heart, and life belong 
to it; the citizens regai'd his virtues as mere duties, 
' and his benevolence, quenched by the doctrine of free- 
will, drys up in his heart. But if the priest be poor, if 
be is voluntarily a priest, without other support than 
liis God, without other fortune than tbe hearts of the 



TIte Countrif Doctor. 



171 



I 

■ 



j^thful, he becomea the missionary of America, he 
makes himself an aposlle, he ia the prioce of good : ha 
reigua through destitotion, he falls through oprilence." 

Monsieur Janvier hnd held the attention of the gneata. 
They remained sileut, refleeting on such novel lan- 
guage (Vom the lips of a simple curate. 

" Monsieur Janvier, among the truths which you 
have uttered, there is, I think, one serious error," said 
Benassis. " I do not like, as you know, to argue about 
tlie public intoreata whicli are now being diacussed by 
modem writers and autlioritiea. To lay thinking, a 
man who conceives a political system ought, if be is 
conacioua of the power to apply it, to keep silence, lay 
hold of the necesaary authority, and act. But if he 
remains in the happy obscurity of a private citizen, 
is it not mere folly to try to convert the masses by in- 
dividual diacuaaions? Nevertheless, T shall combat 
yon, my dear pastor, because I am now speaking among 
men of principle, accustomed to put their lights to- 
gether in the search for truth. My idcaa may seem 
etrauge to you ; but they are the frnit of reflections 
which the catastrophes of our last forty years have 
forced upon me. Universal suffrage, demanded by 
those who form what is called the constitutional opposi- 
tion, waa an excellent principle for the Church, because, 
aa you have just observed, dear pastor, its individuals 
were educated, diaciplined by the religious sentiment, 
and, one and all, imbued with the same thought, know- 
ing well what they wanted, and whither they went. 
But the triumph of the ideas under help of which mod- 
ern liberalism imprudently makes war upon the pros- 
|>erouB government of the Bourbona, will lead to the 
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ruin of France, and of the liberals themaelves. The 
cliiefs of the Left know tliis. For them the struggle ia 
simply one for the possession of power. If, whitli God 
forbid, the bourgeoisie were, under the banner of the 
opposition, to strike down the Bocial superiorities Hgaiu&t 
which its vanity rebels, its triumph would be at once 
followed by a struggle between itself and the masses, 
who would then regard it as a species of nobility, 
' — paltry, it ia true, — whose wealth and whose privi- 
leges would he all the more obnoxious because the two 
classes arc nearer blether. In such a stiniggle, soci- 
ety, I will not say the nation, will once more perish ; 
for the triumph, always momentary, of the suffer- 
ing masses brings with it the worst disorders. The 
battle will be desperate, and without quarter ; for it will 
come of fundamental differences, instinctive or acquired, 
among the electors, the most nuraeroua and the least 
enlightened of whom will carry the day against social 
eminence in a system where votes are counted and not 
weighed. It follows from this that a government is 
never more strongly oi^anized, consequently never 
more perfect, than when it is formed for the defence of 
a limited Privilege. What I mean by ' privilege ' is 
not the sort of right unrighteously conceded in former 
times to the few to the injury of the many ; no, I mean 
more particularly the social circle to which the evolu- 
tions of power are confined. Power is, as it were, the 
heart of a State. Nature, in all her creations, shuts in 
the vital principle to give it gi'eatei stamina ; so with 
the l)ody politic. Let me explain my meaning by an 
example; say that France has a hundred peers; they 
are a hundred causes of offence and no more. Abolish 
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ffie 'peerage, and at once everj- rich inan becomes a 
privileged person. Instead of a hundred, you have ten 
thousand, and j^ou enlai^e the sore of social inequal- 
ities. In fact, to the working- el asses the riglit to hve 
withoQt working constitutes, in itself, a privilege. In 
their eyes, those who consume without producing are 
robbers. Tliey demand visible labor, and take no ac- 
count of the intellectual productions which enrich tbum. 
So, by multiplying their objects of envy, you extend 
the struggle over all parts of the social body, instead 
of limiting it to a nanviw circle. Whenever the attack 
and the defence become general over the whole field, 
the ruin of the nation is imminent. There will alwajs 
he fewer rich than poor ; therefore to the latter victoiy 
will belong so soon os the struggle becomes material. 
And history pi-oves my position. The Roman republic 
owed its conquest of the world to the institution of 
senatorial privilege. The senate upheld the idea of 
power. But as soon as the kniglits and the new men 
extended the action of the government, by enlarging the 
order of the patricians, tlic national cause was lust. 
In spite of Sylla, and after Csesar, Tiberius made 
Rome nn empire, — a system under which power, being 
concentrated in the hands of one man, gave to that 
mighty dominion a few more centuries of existence. 
The emperor was no longer in Rome when the eter- 
nal city fell into the hands of barbarians. When our 
own soil was conquered, the Franks who divided it in- 
vented feudal privileges to secure their individual pos- 
sessions. The hundred, or the thousand chiefs who 
seized the territory formed their institutions with the 
object of defendiiig the rights tliey had won through 
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conquest. Fendnlism lasted jtiet bo long as preroga- 
tive was reBtricted witliin limits. Bat wlien the num- 
bers of the privileged class rose IVom five hundred to 
fifty thousand there was revolution. The action of 
their power, by becoming too extended, was witlioiit 
elasticity or strength ; and it was also without defenee 
againet the acquired liberties of money and tiiouglit 
which it had not foreseen. Therefore the triumph of 
the l>ourgeoi9ie over the monarchical system, which has 
for its object the increase, in the eyes of the people, of 
tJie numbers of the privileged class, will find its inevi- 
table end in the triumph of the masses over the bour- 
geoisie. When that struggle arises, its weapon in 
band will be the right of suffrage, given without roBtrie- 
tion to the masses. He who votes, discusses. Author* 
ity when discussed does not exist. Can you imagine a 
society without authority? No. Well then, authority 
means force ; and force rests on a judgment rendered. 
- "Such," continued Uenassis, " are the reasons which 
have led rae to think that the principle of election is 
one that will prove fatal to the existence of modern 
governmenta, I think I have suffleiently proved my 
attachment to the poor and siiflcring ; I cannot be 
accused of wishing tliem ill : but while I admire them 
in the laborious \>aX\is the}' tread with sublime patience 
and resignation, I declare my belief that they are in- 
capable of sharing in the work of government.- The 
proletaries seem to me the wards of a nation, to remain 
always under guardianship. And so, in my opinion, 
messieurs, the word ' election ' is about to cause as 
much harm as the words ' conscience' and ' liberty,' — 
words ill-understood and ill-dclincd, and flung to tlie 
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people as the syralwls of revolt and the watch-worda of 
destruction. The guardianship of the masses scema 
to me both just and necessary to the maintenance of 
society," 

" Your sj'stem runs atilt against all the ideas of the 
present day," said Genestas, interrupting llie doctor; 
" and so wc have some right to ask for jour reasons." 

" I will give them willingly, captain." 

"What's that the master is saying?" cried Jac- 
quotte, retnrning to her kitchen. "If the poor dear 
man is n't advising them to crush down the people, and 
they are listening to him ! " 

" I would u't have believed it of Monsieur Benassis 1 " 
answered Nicolle. 

" If I demand vigorous laws to restrain the ignorant 
masses," resumed the doctor, after a alight pause, "I 
also wish the social system to be a light and open net- 
woi'k, through whicli every one who feels within himself 
the faculty for better things may rise above the crowd. 
All power aims at its own preservation. To live, gov- 
ernments should, to-day as much as in former days, 
draw strong men about them, taking such men wherc- 
ever they can find tbem, making defenders of them and 
thus witlidrawing from the masses tlie element of energy 
whieii incites them to revolt Bj- opening to public 
ambition careers that are both arduous and easy, — 
arduous to feeble and half-formed desires, easy to 
vigorous wills, — a State prevents revolutions caused 
by the obstructions which superioiity encounters when 
seeking to rise to its proper level. Our forty yesivs 
of national disturbance ought to prove to men of sense 
that eminence ia the consequence of social order. 
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Eminence is of three kinda, and all are incontestable ! 
eminence of thought, eminence of political gifts, emi- 
nence of fortune. Are not these, ia other words, art, 
power, and money, — or, the principle, the moans, and 
the i-eault? Now, if we aupjioae a clean sweep, a talm!a 
rasa, ail the social pai-ts afjaolutely equal, birtha in the 
same proix>rtton, and each familj' owning an equal share 
of the land, you will soon And the old inequalities 
of fortune cropping up : and the argument from that 
flagrant truth is that eminence of fortune, of Ihonght, 
of power, is a fact tiiat must be submitted to, — a fact 
which the masses wilt ever consider oppressive as they 
Bee the privileges of the rights so justly acquired. The 
social contract, resting on this foundation, must there- 
fore ever be a compact between those who possess and 
those vho possess not. According to this principle, 
the laws will be made by those whom the laws ai'e to 
benefit; for they have, of course, the instinct of self- 
preservation and the foresight of danger. They are 
more interested in tlie tranquillity of the masses than 
the masses themselves. What the people wants is 
happiness ready-made. If you consider society from 
that standpoint, if yoa view it in its entirety, you will 
agree witii me that the right of election should only be 
exercised by men who possess property, power, or in- 
telligence ; and you will also admit that their repi-e- 
sentatives should possess none Iitit extremely liiniled 
functions. The legislator, messienra, ought to be sa- 
perior to hia generation. He takes note of the tendency 
of public errors, and records the points towards which 
the ideas of a nation incline : he works more for the 
e than for the present ; more for the generation 
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that 18 coming tlian for the one tbitt ib passing away. 
Now, if 3"OU call upon the masses to make the laws, can 
the masses rise suiwrior lo themselves? No. The 
moi-e faithfully the assembly represents the opinions of 
the crowd, the less will it understand the true meaning 
of government, the lees elevated will be its views, the 
less precise, the more vacillating will be its legislation ; 
for the mob is, in France especially, and ever will be, a 
mob. The law carries with it subjection to rules; all 
rules are in opposition to natural habits, and to the 
interests of individuals : will the masses ever consent 
to matte or bear laws against themselves? No. Often 
the tendency of laws must lie in direct opposition to the 
tendency of habits and customs. Frame the laws on 
the habits of a people, and yon will give a preminm of 
encouragement, in Spain, to fanaticism and do-nothiug- 
ism; in England, to the mercantile spirit ; in Itaiy, to 
the love of arts, destined to express society, but which 
never can be society itself; in Germany, to nobiliary 
classifications ; and in France, to the spirit of fnvolity, 
to fashions in ideas, to the habit of dividing ourselves 
into factions by which we are rent to pieces. Look at 
what lias happened in the forty years since the electoral 
colleges first had a hand in the laws: we have forty thou- 
sand laws. A people with forty thousand laws has no 
law. Can five hundred mediocre intellects — for no gene- 
ration has more than a liundred great minds at its com- 
mand — can sucli intellects have the force to rise above 
these considerations? No, Men brought from time to 
time, ft'om five hundred differont loealitiea, will never un- 
derstand the spirit of law in unison : yet law is unity, 
"But," continued the doctor, " I go I'ujther still. 
12 
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Sootier or later o parliament Tails under the eceptre of a 
man, and instead uf having tlie dynasties of kings, you 
have the ever-changing and costly dynasties of prime 
ministera. At tlie bottom of all deliberations we find 
Mirabeau, Danton, Robespierre, or Napoleon, — procon- 
suls or an emperor. In fact, it needs a given quantity 
of force to raise a given quantity of weight. This force 
can he divided among a more or less lai^e number 
of levers ; but their power must be in proportion to 
the weight. Now here the weight is the ignorant 
and suffering mass of beings, which make the base 
of all societies. Power, t>eing in its nature repressive, 
has need of great concentration to oppose an equal 
resistance to the surge of popular movement. That 
is the application of the pi'iiiciple I stated to you 
just now, when speaking of the restriction of the gov- 
ernment privil^e to the few. If you admit men of 
talent, they bow to this natui'al law and bring the na- 
tion under it ; if you assemble men of inferior qualities, 
they are vanquished sooner or later, by the superior 
■ element: the deputy of talent recognizes the reasons of 
State, the man of mediocrity makes terms with force. 
In short, an assomlily yields to an idea, like the Con- 
vention dnring the Terror ; to a power, like tlie Corps 
L^slatiF under Napoleon ; to a system or to money, 
as it does to-day. The republican parliament of wliich 
some good souls dream is au impossibility ; those who 
wish it are ready-made dupes, or future tyrants. A 
deliberating assemlily whicJi discusses the dangers of a 
nation when it ought to force it to take action, is ridic- 
ulous ; don't you think so? Let the peo|>le send reifre- 
scntatives to impose or rescind taxes ; that, indeed, is 
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just and lias been allowed at all timea, — by the worst 
tyrants as well as the most compliant of kings. Let 
this elective bod.y, whicb changes like the needs ami 
the ideas which it repreacnta, oppose, on behalf of all, 
the concession of obedience to a bad law ; that is well. 
But suppose five hundred men, gathered from all parts 
of the empire, were to make a good law ; would it not 
be a poor joke which sooner or later the popuiatioua 
would have to pay for? They change tyrants, tliat is 
all. Authority and law ought therefoi'e to be the work 
of one, who, by the force of things, is continually com- 
pelled to submit his actions to public approbation. But 
tlie modifications brought into the exercise of power— 
whether that of one man-, or of many men, or of a mul- 
titude — can only be found in the religious inatitutioiia 
of a people. Religion ia the only counterbalancing ageut 
that is really efficacious against abuses of the supreme 
power. If the religious sentiment perishes among a 
people, the masses become seditious on principle, and 
the prince makes himself a tyrant by necessity. The 
Chambers which are interposed between the sovereign 
and hia subjects are mere palliatives to these two ten- 
dencies. Parliamentary asacniblica. as I have just said, 
become the accomplice of insurrection or of tjTanny. 
X" Nevertheless," continued Benaasis, checking himaelf, 
'J the government of one, lowiirds which I lean, ia not 
an unmixed good ; for the result of politics will depend 
forever on manners and morals and beliefe. If a nation 
has gi'own old, if jihilosophy and the spirit of con- 
troversy have corrupted it to the marrow of its bonea, 
that nation is marching" on to despotism in spite of its 
forms of liberty ; in like manner, the sounder nations 
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will find lihertj' in s|)]t« of tbe forme of despotism. 
Fi-oin alt tliis comex iLe iieeeBsiLy for great restriftiotia 
on electoral rights, the necessit)' foi' a strong autlioi'ity, 
tlie necessity for a iKJwcrful religion which shall inalfe 
the riuh man the frieinl of the poor man, and teach the 
poor entire resignation. Also there is nrgent need of 
confining parliaments to questions of taxation, and the 
enrolment of tlie laws, taking from tbem the direct diil^' 
of law-making. Many minds form other ideas on this 
"sithject, I know. To-day, as in former days, we find 
men searching ardentlj' for the Jiighcst good, who desire 
to cliange the ordering of society to sometliing wiser 
and better tlian at present. But innovations which tend 
towards complete social upsetting, must have a univer- 
sal sanction. To such innovators I advise pntienee. 
When I consider the time which whs required for ihe 
establishment of Christianity, a moral revolution wliich 
was meant to lie jnirely pacific, I sbudder to think of 
the hoiTors of a revolntion for material interests, and 
1 cling to the maintenance of existing institutions. To 
caob bis own thongbt, says Christianity- : to each bis 
own field, sajs modern law. Modern law bas placed 
itself in harmony with Chiistinnity. To eaeb his own 
thouglit, is a consecration of the rights of intellect ; to 
each his own field, is the consecration of the rights of 
property won by the toils of labor. Out of tliis comes 
society, Kalure has founded hnnian life on the senti- 
ment of self- pre sen-ation ; social life is founded on 
self-interest. Those seem to me tbe essential politi- 
cal principles. In sulmrdinating these two egotistic 
Bentiments to the thought of a Future life, religion 
softens the hardship of social contacts. Thus, God tern- 
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pers the sufferings that come tbroiigh the friction of 
interests by tbe sentiment of religion, w!iii;h lias made 
self-foi'getfuluess a virtue, just as he h»a lessened, 
through the action of unknown laws, the frictions in tlie 
mechanism of his worlds, Christianity bids the poor 
to hear with the rich, and comraands the rich to com- 
fort the miseries of the poor ; to me, those words are 
the essence of all laws, human or divine." 

" I, who am not a statesman," said the notary, " T call 
a sovereign the liquidator of a society tbat ought to 
be in a perpetual state of liquidation ; be transmits to 
his successor a capital ^ciual to the one he received — " 

" I am not a statesman," said Benassis, quickly. " It 
only needs plain commoti-eense to improve the condi- 
tion of a district, a village, or an arrondissement. Tal- 
ent of course is necessary to govern a department, but 
those four spheres of administration have horizons which 
can be tahen in at a glance by ordinary eyes ; their in- 
terests, hoVever, are fastened to the greater interests 
of tlie State by visible ties. In the higher regions all 
is on the larger scale ; the eye of a statesman ought to 
see the whole field from the vanlage-gronnd on which 
he is placed. To produce much good in a department, 
an arrondissement, a district, or a village, it is only 
necessary to foresee results for ten years ahead ; but 
when the nation is in question, a statesman must fore- 
cast its destinies and measure its course throughout a 
century. The genius of a Colbert and a Sully is noth- 
ing unless it rests npon the will which made the Napo- 
leons and the Cromwells. A great minister, messieurs, 

t great thought, written upon all the years of the 
centuiy whose splendor and prosperity are his worlt. 
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Stability is the quality lie most needs. Indeed, in all 
things human, is not stability the highest expression of 
Blroogth? We have seen too many men of late with 
ntiuiateritil ideas instead of national idcat;, not to ad- 
raii-e the true statesman as one who presents to us the 
greatest of human poems. To look beyond the present 
and forestall destiny ; to be above power, and to hold 
it only from a conviction of usefulness ; to lay aside his 
passions and all vulgar ambitious that he may remain 
master of bis faculties, and foresee, decide, and act 
unceasingly; to make himself just and absolute; to 
maintain order on ttie grandest scale ; to impose silence 
on hia own heart, and listen only to bis intellect ; to 
be neither trustful nor distmstfid, neither gratelhl nor 
ungrateful, never unprepai-ed for an event, nor sur- 
prised by an idea; to live, in short, by the esteem of 
the masses, and hold the mastery by spreading over 
them the wings of his own spirit, seeing, not the de- 
tails, hut the consequences of everything, — is not that 
to be a little more than man ? The names of those 
great and glorious fathers of the nations should be held 
forever in [wpular reraemhranco," 

There was a moment's silence, during which the 
guests looked at eaeh other. 

" Messieurs, you have said nothing of the army," 
cried Genestas. "The military organization seems to 
me the true type for all good civil society | the sword 
is the guardian of a people." 

" Captain," replied the justice of the peace, laughing, 
" an old lawyer once said that empires began by the 
sword and ended nith an inkstand ; we have got to 
the inkstand." 
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w that we have settled the destinies 
of tiie world, let us talk of other tliitiga. Captain, take 
a glitsa of Hermitage," cried the doctor, gayly. 

" Two, rather than one," said Geiiestas, holding out 
bis glass ; " I will drink them to your bealth, as to that 
of a man who does honor to our species." 

"Aud whom we love," said the curate in a gentle 
■Toice. 

" Monsieur Janvier, do you wish to make me commit 
the sin of pride?" 

" Monsieur le cun5 said in a low voice what all the 
diatriut says in a loud oue," said Cambon. 

" Messieurs, I propose that we escort Monsieur Jan- 
Tier to the paraonage ; it is bright moonlight." 

"So be it," said the guests, and tliey prepared to 
accompany the curate. 

*' Now let us go to my barn," said the doctor, taking 
Genestas by the arm, after saying good-night to the 
curate and his other guests. " And there, Captain 
Bluteau, you will hear about Napoleon. We shall find 
a few old cronies who will set Goguelat, the postman, 
to declaiming about the people's god. NicoUe, my 
stable-man, was to put a ladder by which we can get 
into tiio bay-lotl through a window, and find a place 
where we can see and hear all that goes on. A veillie 
is worth the trouble, believe me. Come ; it is n't the 
first time I 've hidden in the hay to hear the tale of a 
soldier or some peasant yarn. But we must hide; if 
these poor people see a stranger they are constrained 
at once, and are no longer their natural selves." 

"Eh! my dear host," said Gencstas, "haven't I 
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olVn pretended to sleep, that I might lieten to my 
troopers roiiDd a bivonac ? I never laughed more 
heartily in the Paris theatres than I did at an account 
of tlie retreat fi-om Moscow, told in fiin, by an old ser- 
geant to a lot of recruita who were afraid of war. He 
declared the French army slept in sheets, and drank its 
wioe wcU-iced ; that the dead stood still in the roads ; 
Russia was wliite; they curried the horses witli their 
teeth; those who liked to skate had lots of fVin, and 
those who fancied frazen puddings ate their fill; ihe 
women were usually cold, and the only thing that was 
really disagreeable was the want of hot water to shave 
with ; in short, he recounted such absurdities that an old 
quartermaster, who had had his nose frozen off and was 
known by the name of Nez-restant, laughed himself," 

" Hush," said Benassis, "here we are; I'll go first; 
follow me." 

The pair mounted t!ie ladder and crouched In the hay, 
without being seen or heard by the people below, and 
placed themselves at ease, so that they could see and 
hear all bhat went on. The women were sitting in groups 
round the three or four candles that stood on the tables. 
Some were sewing, some knitting ; several sat idle, their 
necks stretched out and their beads and eyes turned to 
an old peasant who was telling a story. Most of the 
men were standing, or lying on bales of hay. These 
groups, all perfectly silent, were scarcely visible in the 
flickering glimmer of the tallow-candles encircled by 
glass bowls full of water, which concentrated the light 
in rays upon the women at work about tlie tables. The 
size of the barn, whose roof was dark and sombre, still 
further obscured the rays of light, which touched the 
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beoda with anequal color, and brouglit out picturesque 
effects of light and shade. Here, the brown forehead 
and the clear eyes of an eager little peasant-girl shoue 
forth ; there, the rough browa of a few old men were 
sharply defined by a luminous biind, which made fan- 
tastic shapes of their worn and discolored garments. 
These various listeners, so diverse in their attitudes, all 
expressed on their motionless features the absolute 
abandoonient of their intelligence to the narrator. It 
was a curious picture, illustrating the enormous influ- 
ence exercised over every class of mind by poetry. In 
exacting fVoKi a storj'-teller the marvellous that must 
still be simple, or the impossible that is almost believ- 
able, the peasant proves himself to be a true lover of 
the purest poetry. 

"Though the house had an evil look," the peasant 
was saying as the new listeners settled themselves in 
the hay, " that poor hunchbacked woman was ao tii-ed 
after carrying her hemp to market that she went in ; 
besides, night was coming on. She asked for nothing 
but a place to sleep in ; as for food, she pulled a crust 
out of her wallet and ate it. So then, the woman of 
the house, who was tlie wife of the brigands, not know- 
ing what they had agreed to do that nigiit, welcomed 
the hunchback and put her in an upper room without a 
light. The poor thing threw herself on a miserable 
pallet, said her prayers, thought about her hemp, and 
began to go to sleep ; but before she was fairly olf, she 
. heard a noise, and saw two men come in with a lantern ; 
\ each of them held a knife. She was seized with fear, 
I because, don't j'ou see, the great lords liked patties 
made of human flesh, and in those days people made 
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them for them. But the old woman's skin was aa hard 
as horn, and she comforted herself by thinking that 
they'd know she was bad eating. The two men passed 
the huncliback and went to a bed that stood in the great 
attio, and in which they had put the gentleman with 
the big valise, who was supposed to he a necromancer. 
The tallest of llie two men raised the lautem, and took 
the gentleman by the feet ; then the shortest — he that 
had pretended drunk — lay hold of his head, and cut it 
off in a twinkUng, with one blow, — ■ crack I Then they 
left the head and the body lying there all in the blood, 
and stole the valise, and went away. Now here 's the 
old woman in a fine quandary witat to do. First she 
thought of getting away without being seen, not know- 
ing as yet that Providence had put lier there for the 
glory of God and the punishment of the crime. She 
was afi'aid, and when people ar'e afraid they don't 
trouble themselves about other things. But the womaa 
of the bouse frightened the brigands by asking about the 
hunchback, and so thej- came softly back, up the little 
wooden staircase. The poor creature crouched in a 
heap with fear, and heard them disputing in a low 
voice: 'I tell you to kill her.' 'We mustn't kill 
her.' ' Kill her, I say.' ' No I ' The old woman, who 
was n't a fool, shut np her eyes and pretended to sleep. 
She lay like an infant, with her hand on her heart, and 
breathing aa easy as a cherub. The man that held tlie 
lantern opened the slide and flashed the light on the 
eyes of the old woman; but she never winked, for she 
was afraid of her life. ' Don't you seo she sleeps like 
a dormouse?' says the tall one. 'Old women are so 
sly,' answers the short one ; ' I shall kill her, and then 
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b'II be easy. We can salt her, and feed ber to the 
pigs." Though she heard every word of this, the old 
huDchback never stirred. 'Well, well, ahe really la 
aid the short bully, seeing that she did n't 
bndge. That's how she saved her life. And you may 
well say she was courageous. There 'a not many young 
girls here that would breathe like the fherubim if they 
heard talk of pigs. The two brigands then beg.in to 
cany away the dead man. ■ They rolled him up in a 
sheet and flung him into the courtyard; and the old 
hunchback heard the piga grunting ' hon, hon ! ' and 
hustling about to eat him. 

" So then, the next day," resumed the narrator, after 
a pause, "the hunchback left the house, after paying 
two sous for her lodging. She took her wallet, be- 
haved as if nothing had happened, asked the news of 
the neighborhood, went out quietly, and then, you may 
think she ran away. Not at all ; fear clogged her legs, 
— but to her great good Inck, as you shall see. She 
had n't gone half a mile when she saw one of the brig- 
ands following her, to spy if she really had seen noth- 
ing. She guessed what he was after, and sat down on 
a stone. ' What's the matter, my good woman?' said 
tlie short bi'igand, — for it was the short one, the worst 
of the two, that was after her. ' Ah, my good man,' 
she answered, 'my wallet is so heavy, and I'm bo 
tired ; I do want the arm of an honest man to get 
home on ' (j-ou see she was a sly one) . So then the brii^- 
and offered to accompany her. She accepted. The 
man took her arm in his to see if she was afraid. Hey ! 
the woman did n't tremble a bit, and walked along quite 
at her ease. So there they were, talking agriculture and 
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the best way to grow herap, till they got to the en- 
tranoe of the town wliere the hunchback lived, and 
then the brigand left her, Tor fear of meeting some one 
who would bring him to justice. The woman got home 
at noon, and thought over all the events of her journey, 
and of the night befora, while waiting for her busliand. 
The Lemp-gi-ower came home towards evening. He 
waa hnngry and wanted food. "While she was greas- 
ing her pan to fry him something, she told how she 
had sold the hemp, and went on gossiping, woman- 
fashion ; but she didn't eay a wonl about the pigs, or 
the gentleman who was robbed and murdered and eaten. 
She Sred her greasy pan, so as to clean it ; but when 
she came to wipe it, it was full of blood. ' What did 
yon put into it?' she says to her husband. ' Nothing,' 
he answers. She thought she must have got some 
woman's crotchet in her head, so she put the pan back 
on the fire. Behold I down came a head through the 
chimney. ' Just look at that 1 ' said the old woman ; 
' if it is n't the very head of the dead man. Goodness ! 
how he looks at me. What can he want?' ' That you 
avenge me ! ' said a voice. ' What a fool you are ! ' 
said the hemp-grower ; ' you 're as blind as a mole, and 
yon haven't got common-sense. "With that he takes 
the head, which bit his fingers, and flung it into the 
yard. ' Make me an omelet,' he said, ' and don't you 
worry about that ; it 's a cat.' 'A cat I ' she cried ; 
' why, it was as round as a ball.' She put her f^'ing- 
pan on the Are and, lo and behold 1 down came a leg. 
Same thing over again. The man, who was n't any 
more suiprised to sec the leg than he had been to see 
the head, laid hold of it and threw it into the yard- 
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I'To cnt a long story ahort. the otlier leg, two arms, the 
B'IkxIj', and the whole of the munlcred traveller came 
T down the chimney, one after the other. No omelet, of 
course. The old hemp-man got very hungry. ' By the 
powers above I ' said he, ' if my omelet is n't made. I '11 
find a way of settling that man.' ' Then you do admit 
it is a man ? ' said the hunchback. ' Why did yon stund 
me out just now that it was n't a head, you great plague, 
you?' The old woman broke the eggs and fried the 
omelet, and served it without any further grumbling, 
for the aquabble made her rather uneasj'. The hus- 
band sat down and began to eat. The hunchbaek, who 
was frightened, said she was n't hungry. Tap, tap ! came 
a knock on the door, ' Come,' said the hemp-grower. 
In walked the dead traveller, who sat down on a stool, 
and said : ' Remember God, who gives eternal peace to 
those who believe in Ilis name! Woman, thou didst 
see me put to death, aud thou hast said nothing! I 
have been eaten by boga 1 Hogs cannot enter paradise. 
Therefore I, who am a Christian must go to hell, be- 
cause a woman holds her tongue Such n thing was 
never known before. Thou must deli\er me,'^and 
much more such talk. The hunchback, who was getting 
more and more frightened, cleaned up her rrying-i)an, 
put on her Sunday clothes, and went and told the truth 
to the justice; so the crime was found out, and the 
robbers were very properly liroken on the wheel in the 
market-place. After this the tiouple had what waa 
much more agreeable to them, to wit, a male child, 
who became in course of time a king's baron. Now 
that 's the true story of the Courageous Hunchbacked 
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" I don't like snoli atorioB," said the Fossense, 
"thfj- make me dream. I prefer the adventures of 

"Ttat's right," said the game-keeper. " Corae, 
Monsieur GogHclat, tell us about the Emperor." 

" The evening is half over," said the postman, " and 
I don't like to shorten the victories." 

" Never mind ; go on I You 've told them so many 
times we know them all by heart ; but it is always a 
pleasure to hear them again." 

" Yea 1 tell us about the Emperor," cried many voices 
together. 

" Since you wish it," replied Goguelat " But jon "11 
see it is n't worth much wlien I have to tell it on the 
double-quick, charge 1 I 'd rather tell about a battle. 
Shall I tell about Champ-Aubert, where we used up all 
the cartridges and spitted the enemy on our bayonete?" 

"No! no! the Emperor ! the Emperor I" 

The veteran rose ft-orn his bale of hay and cast upon 
the assemblage that black louk laden with miseries, 
emci^encies, and sufferings, which distinguishes the 
faces of old soldiers. He seized bis Jacket by tlie two 
front flops, raised them as if about to pack the kna]]- 
Baek wliifh formerly held his clothes, his shoes, and all 
his fortune ; then he threw the weigiit of his body on 
his left leg, advanced the right, and jielded with a good 
grace to the demands of the company. After pushing 
his gray hair to one side to show tiis forehead, he raised 
his head towards heaven that he might, as it were, put 
himself on the level of the gigantic hbtory he was about 
to relate. 

"You see, my friends, Napoleon was born in Cor- 
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Aai., a French island, warmed by the sun of Italy, 
where it is like a furnace, and where the people kill 
each other, from father to son, all about nothing : that 's 
a way they have. To begin with the marvel of the 
thing, — his mother, who was the handsomest woman of 
her time, and a knowing one, bethought herself of dedi- 
cating him to God, so that be might escape the dangers 
ofhis childhood and future life; for she had dreamed that 
the world waa set on Are the day he was born. And 
indeed it waa a prophecy ! So she asked God to protect 
hint, on condition that Napoleon should restore His holy 
religion, which was then east to the ground. Well, that 
was agreed upon, and we shall see what came of it. 

" Follow me closely, and tell me if what yon hear is 
in the nature of man. 

" Sure and certain it is that none bat a roan who 
conceived the idea of making a compact with God 
could have passed unhurt through the enemy's lines, 
through cannon-balls, and discharges of grape-shot that 
swept the rest of us off like flies, and alwajs respected 
his head. I had proof of that — I myself — at Eylau. 
I see him now, as he rode up a height, took his field* 
glass, looked at the battle, and said, ' AJl goes well.' 
One of those plumed busy-bodies, who plagued him 
considerably and followed him everywhere, eveii to his 
meals, so they said, thought t& play the wag, and 
took the Emperor's place as he rode awaj'. Ilo ! in a 
twinkling, head and plume were off! You must under- 
stand that Napoleon had pi-omised to keep the secret of 
bis compact all to himself. That 's why all those who 
followed him, even his nearest friends, fell like nuts, — 
Duroc, Bessi^res, Lanncs, — all strong as steel ttars. 
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Uiough he n)u1d bend them as be i)Icased. 
to iirove lie was the child of God, aud made to be the 
father of soldiers, — was he ever known to be lieutenant 
orpftptaiu? no, no; coaimander-iu-<jbief from the start- 
He did n't look to be more than twenty-four years of 
Bgc when he was an old general at the taking of Tou- 
lon, wUcre he first began to show the others that thej 
knew nothing about manceuvring cannon. 

'* After that, down came our slip of a general to com- 
mand the grand army of Italy, which had n't bread, nor 
munitions, nor shoes, nor coats, — a poor army, as naked 
as a worm. 'My friends,' said he, 'here we are together. 
Get it into your pates that fifteen daj's from now you 
will be conquerors, — new clothes, good gaiters, famoiia 
shoes, and every man with a great-coat ; but, my children, 
to get these things you must march to Milan where they 
are.' And we marched. France, crushed as flat as a 
bed-bug, straightened up. We were thirty thousand 
bare-feet against eighty thousand Austrian bullies, all 
fine men, well set-np. I see 'era now ! But Napoleon 
— he was then only Bonaparte — be knew how to put 
the courage into us ! We marched by night, and 
we marched by day ; we slapped their faces at Monte- 
notte, we thrashed them at Eivoli, Lodi, Arcole, Mil- 
lesimo. and we never let 'em up. A soldier gets the 
taste of conquest. So Napoleon whirled round those 
Austrian generals, who did n't know where to poke . 
themselves to get ont of his way, and be pelted 'em 
well, — nipped off ten thousand men at a blow some- 
times, by getting round them with fifteen hundred 
Frenchmen, and then he gleaned as he pleased. He 
took their cannon, their supplies, their money, their 
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mDnitions, in short, all they haci that was good to take. 
He fought tliem and iM^at them on the mountainB, he 
drove them into the rivora and seaa, he bit 'em in the 
air, he devoured 'em on the ground, and he lashed 'em 
everywhere. Hey ! the grand army feathered itself 
well ; for, d'ye see, the Emperor, who was also a wit, 
called up the inliabitaula and told them he was there to 
deliver them. So after that the uatives lodged and 
cherished us ; the women too, and very judicious they 
were. Now here 'a the end of it. In Vcntose, '^6, — 
in those times that was the month of Mareb of to-day, 
— we lay cuddled in a corner of Savoie with the mar- 
mots ; and yet, before that campaign was over, we were 
masters of Italy, just as Napoleon Lad predicted ; and 
by the following March — in a single year and two cam- 
paigns — he had brought us within sight of Vienna. 
'Twas a clean sweep. We devoui-ed their armies, one 
after the ottier, and made an end of four Auati'ian 
generals. One old follow, with white hair, was roasted 
like a rat in the straw at Mantua. Kings begged for 
mercy on their knees ! Peace was won. 

"Could a man have done that? No; God helped 
him, to a certaintj' I 

" He divided himseif up like the loaves in the Gos- 
pel, commanded the battle by day, planned it by night ; 
' going and coming, for the sentinels saw him, — never 
,_■ eating, never sleeping. So, seeing these pi-odigies, the 
■ soldiers a<lopted him for their father. Forwaixl, march ! 
Then those others, the rulers in Paris, seeing this, said 
to themselves ; ' Here 's a bold one that seems lo get 
his orders from the skies ; he 's likely to put hia paw on 
France. We must let lihn loose on Asia ; we will send 
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hiiD to America, perhaps tfaat will satisfy him.' But 
't was written above for him, as it was for Jesus Cbrist. 
The commaud weut forth that he should go to Egypt. 
See, Dgain, his resemblance to the Son of God, But 
that 's uot aU. He called together his best veterans, 
his Bre-eaters, the ones he had particularly put the 
dcvd into, aud he said to them like this : ' My friends, 
they have given us Egypt to chew up, just to keep us 
busy, but we'll swallow it whole in a, couple of cam- 
paigns, as we did Italy. The common soldiera shall be 
princes and have the land for their own. Forward. 
march 1 ' ' Forward, march I ' cried the sergeants, and 
tliore we were at Toulon, road to Egypt. At tbat time 
the English had all their ships in the sea ; but when we 
embarked. Napoleon said, ' They won't see us. It is 
Just as well that 3'ou should know from this time forth 
tliat your general has got his star in the sky, which 
guides and protects ns.' What was said was done. 
Fassing over the sea, we took Malta like an orange, 
Just to quench his thirst for victory ; for be was a man 
who could n't live and do nothing. 

'" So here we are in Egypt. Good. Once here, other 
orders. The Egyptians, d' ye see, are men wbo, ever 
since the earth was, have had giants for sovereigns, and 
armies as numerous as ants ; for, you must understand, 
that's the land of genii and crocodiles, where they've 
built pyramids as big as our mountains, and buried their 
kings under them to keep them fresh, — an idea that 
pleased 'era mightily. So then, after we disembarked, 
the Little Corporal said to us, ' My children, the coun- 
try you are going to conquer has a lot of gods that you 
must respect ; because Freuchmen ought to be friends 
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with everybody, and fight the nations without vexing 
the inhabitanta. Get it into your skulSa that you are 
not to touch anything at first, for it is all going to lie 
j'ours soon. Forward, march 1 ' So far, eo good. But 
all those people of Africa, to whom Napoleon was fore- 
told under the name of Kiibir-Bonaberdis, — a word of 
their lingo that means ' the sultan fires,' — were afraid 
as the devil of him. So the Grand-Turk, and Asia, and 
Africa, had recourse to magic. They sent ns a demon, 
named the Mahdi, supposed to have descended from 
heaven on a white horse, which, like its master, was 
bullet-proof; ami both of them lived on air, without food 
to support them. Tliere are some that say they saw 
them ; hut I can't give you any reasons to make you 
certain about that. The rulera of Arabia and the 
Mamelukes tried to make their troopers believe that the 
Mahdi could keep them from perishing in battle ; and 
they pretended he was an angel sent from heaven to 
fight Napoleon and get Isack Solomon's seal. Solomon's 
seal was part of their paraphernalia which thej" vowed 
our general had stolen. You must understand tJiat we 'd 
given 'em a good many wry faces, in spite of what he 
had said to us. 

"Now, tell me how they knew that Napoleon had a 
pact with God? Was that natural, d'ye think? 

" They held to it in their minds that Napoleon com- 
manded the genii, and conld pass hither and thither in 
the twinkling of an eye, like a biixi. The fact is, he 
was eveiywhere. At last, it came to his carrying off a 
qneen, beautiful as the dawn, for whom he had offered 
all hia treasure, and diamonds as big as pigeon's eggs, — 
a bargain which the Mameluke to whom she particu- 
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larly belonged positivelj- refused, altlioiigh be had sev- 
eral othera. Siich matters, when tbej- come to that pass, 
can't be settled without a great many battles ; and, 
indeed, there was no scarcity of battles; there waa 
fighting enongh to pleaae everybody. We were in line 
at Alexandria, at Gizeh, and before the Pyramids ; we 
marched in the snn and through the sand, where some, 
who had the dazzles, saw water that they could n't 
drink, and shade where their flesh was roasted. But 
we made short work of the Mamelukes ; and everj-bodj 
else yielded at the voice of Napoleon, who took pos- 
session of Upper and Lower Egypt, Arabia, and even 
tlie capitals of kingdoms that were no more, where 
thei-e were thousand of statues and all the plagues of 
Egypt, more particularly lizards,^ a mammoth of a 
country where everybody could take his acres of land 
for as little as he pleased. Well, while Kapolcon was 
busy with his affairs inland, — where he had it in his 
head to do fine things, — the English burned his fleet 
atAboukir; for the^' were always looking about them 
to annoy ua. But Napoleon, who had the respect of 
the East and of the West, whom the Pope called hia 
son, and the cousin of Mohammed called ' hia dear 
father,' resolved to punish England, and get hold of 
India in exchange for his Beet. He was just about to 
take ua across the Red Sea into Asia, a country whore 
there are diamonds and gold to pay the soldiers and 
palaces for bivouacs, when the Mahdi made a treaty 
with the Plague, and sent it down to hinder our victo- 
ries. Halt ! The annj' to a man (iefile<l at that parade ; 
and few they were who came back on their feet. Djung 
soldiers could n't take Saint-Jean d'Acre, though they 
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rushed at it three times with generous and martial 
obstinacy. The Plague was the slrongest. No sayiog 
to that enemy, 'My good friend,' Every soldier lay 
ill. Napoleon alone was fresh as a rose, and the whole 
army saw him drinking in pestilence without its doing 
him a bit of hann. 

"Hal myfrienda! will you tell me that f/ioi 'a in the 
nature of a mere man? 

" The Mamelukes, knowing we were all in the ambu- 
lances, thought they could stop the way ; but that sort 
of Joke would n't do with Napoleon. So he said to his 
demons, his veterans, those that had the toughest hide, 
' Go, clear me the way.' Junot, a sabre of the first cut, 
and hia particular friend, took a thousand men, no 
more, and ripped up the army of the pacha who had 
had the presumption to put himself in the way. After 
that, we came back to headquarters at Cairo. Now, 
here 's another aide of the stor.y. Napoleon absent, 
France was letting herself be ruined by the rulers in 
Paris, who kept back the pay of the soldiers of the 
Other armies, and their clothing, and their rations ; 
left them to die of hunger, and expected tUem to lay 
down the law to the universe without taking any trouble 
to help thera. Idiots! who amused themselves by ehat- 
tering, instead of putting their own hands in the dough. 
Well, that's how it happened that our armies were 
beaten, and the frontiers of France were encroached 
upon ; The Man was not there. Now observe, I aaj' 
man because that 's what they called him ; but 't was 
sonseuse, for he had a star and all its belongings ; it 
was we who were only men. He taught history to 
France after his famous battle of Aboukii", where, with- 
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it losing more than tbrec bundrcd men, and with a. 
single division, ho vanquished the gi'aud army of the 
Turk, seventj--five thousand strong, and hustled more 
than half of it into the sea, r-r-rah ! 

" That was his last thunder-clap in Egypt. He SMd 
to himaelf, seeing the way things were going in Paris, 
' I am the saviour of France. I know it, and I must 
go.' But, understand me, the arm^' did n't know ho 
was going, or they 'd have kept him by force and made 
him Emperor of the East. So now we were sad ; for 
He WHS gone who was bU our joy. He left the com- 
mand to Kli-lter, a hig mastiff, who came off duty at 
Cairo, assassinated by an Egj'ptian, whom they put to 
death by empaling him on a ba3"onet; that's the way 
they guillotine people down there. But it makes 'em 
Buffer so much that a soldier had pity on the criminal 
and gave him his canteen ; and then, as booq as the 
Egj-ptian had drunk his fill, he gave up the ghost with 
all the pleasure in life. But that's a trifle we could n't 
laugh at then. Napoleou embarked in a cockleshell, a 
little skis' that was nothing at all, though 't was called 
' Fortune ; ' and in a twinkling, under the nose of Eng- 
land, who was blockading him with ships of the line, 
frigates, and anything that could hoist a sail, he crossed 
over, and there he was in France. For he always had 
the power, mind you, of crossing the seas at one 
straddle , 

" Was that a human man? Bah ! 

" So, one minute he is at Frejus, the next in Paris. 
There, they all adore him ; but he summons tlie govern- 
ment. ' What have you done with my children, the 
soldiers?' he says to the lawyers. ' You're a mob of 
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rascally scribblers ; you are making France a mesa of 
pottage, and snapping your fingers at what people think 
of j'Oii. It won't do; and I speak the opinion of every- 
body.' So, on that, they wanted to battle ■witli bim 
and kill him — click ! he had 'em locked up in baiTacks, 
or flying out of windows, or drafted among his fol- 
lowers, where they were as mute as fishes, and as pli- 
able as a quid of tobacco. After that stroke — consul ! 
And then, as it was not for him to doubt the Supreme 
Being, he fulfilled his promise to the good God, who, 
you see, had kept His word to him. He gave Him back 
his churches, and re-established His religion ; tho bells 
rang for God and for him : and lo ! e^-crybody was 
pleased ; pritno^ the priests, whom he saved from be- 
ing harassed ; eeeundo, the bourgeois, who thought 
only of their trade, and no longer had to fear the ra- 
piamua of the law, which had got to be unjust ; tertio, 
the nobles, for he forbade tbey should be killed, as, 
unfortunately, the people had got the habit of doing. 

"But he still had the Enemy to wipe out; and he 
was n't the man to go to sleep at a moss-table, because, 
d' ye see, his ej-e looked o^'er the whole earth as if it 
were no bigger than a man's head. So then he ap- 
peared in Italy, like aa though he had stuck his head 
through the window. One glance was enough. The 
Austrians were swallowed up at Marengo like so many 
gudgeons by a whale I Oiif ! The French eagles sang 
their pseans so loud that all the world heard them — 
and it sufficed ! ' We won't play that game anj- more,' 
said the German. ' Enough, enough ! ' said all the 
rest. To som up; Europe backed down, England 
knocked under. General peace; and the kings and 



T}te Country Doctor. 

tbe peoples made bpHcve kiss each other. That 's the 
time when the Emperor invented the Legion of honor — 
and a fine thing, too. 'In France' — this is what he 
saiil at Bonlogne before the whole array — 'everj man 
is brave. .So the oitiseu who does a fine action Ehall 
be sister to ttie soldier, and the soldier shall be bis 
brother, and the two shall be one under the flag of 
honor.' 

"We, who were down in Egypt, now came home. 
All was changed! lie left us general, and hey! in a 
twinkling we foaud him Emferor. France gave her- 
self to him, like a fine girl to a lancer. When it 
■was done — to the satisfaclion of all, as j'on may 
- a sacred ceremony took place, the like of wltivh 
was never seen under the canopy of the skies. The 
Pope and the caniinals, in their red and gold vestmentB, 
crossed the Alps expressly to crown him before the 
array and the peoi)le, who clapped their han<ls. Thei-e 
is one thing that I should do very wrong not to t«ll 
you. In Egypt, in the desert close to Syria, the Red 
Man came to him on the Mount of Moses, and eaid, 
is well.' Then, at Marengo, the night liefore the 
victory, the same Red Man appeared before him for the 
second time, standing erect and saying ; ' Thou slialt 

t the world at thy feet; thou shalt be Emperor of 
France, King of Italy, master of Holland, sovereign of 
Spain, Portugal, and the Illjrian provinces, protector 
of Germany, saviour of Poland, first eagle of the Legion 

honor — all,' This Red Man, yon understand, was 

? genius, his spirit, — a sort of satellito who served 

him, as some saj', to communicate with his star. I 

never really believed that. But the Red Man himself 
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■la a tme fact. Napoleon spoke of him, and anid he 
came to him in troubled momenta, and lived in the 
palace of the Tuileries under the roof. So, on the day 
of the coronation, Napoleon saw hitn for the third time ; 
and they were in consultation over many things. 

"After that. Napoleon went to Milan to be crowned 
feing of Italy, and thei-e the grand triumph of the soldier 
began. Every man who eould write was made an 
officer. Down came peuaions ; it rained duchies ; treas- 
ures poured in for the staff which did n't cost France a 
penny; and the Legion of honor provided incomes for 
the private soldiers, — of which I receive mine to this 
day. So here were the armies maintained as ne\'ei' 
before on this earth. But besides that, the Emperor, 
knowing that he was to be the emperor of the whole 
world, bethought him of the bourgeois, and to please 
them he built fairy monuments, after their own ideas, in 
places where you 'd never think to find any. For iu- 
Btaoce, suppose you were coming back from Spain and 
going to Berlin — well, you'd find triumphal arches along 
ttie way, with common soldiers sculptured on the atone, 
every bit the same as generals. In two or three years, 
and without imposing taxes on anj- of you, Napoleon 
filled bis vaults with gold, built palaces, made bridges, 
mads, scholars, fetes, laws, vessels, harbors, and spent 
millions npon millions, — such enormous sums that he 
could, so tliey tell me, have paved France from end to 
end with five-franc pieces, if he had had a mind lo. 

" Now, when he sat at ease on his throne, and was 
master of all, so that Europe waited his perniissioo to 
do his bidding, he remembered his four brothers and 
liis three sisters, and he said to us, as it might be in 
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oonrersatioiii in an order of the daj, * My children, ia 
it right that the blood i-cLitioue of your Emperor sLould 
be begging their bread? No. I wish to see them in 
splendor like myself. It becomes, therefore, absolutely 
necessary to conquer a kingdom for each of them, — to 
the end that Frenchmen may be masters over all lands, 
that tlie soldit-rs of the Guard shall make the whole 
earth trembks tliat France may spit where she likes, 
and that all the nations ehall say to her, aa it is written 
on my copper coins, ^' God protects you/'" 'Agreed ! ' 
cried the army. ' We'll go fish for thy kingdoms with 
our bayonets.' Ha! there was no backing down, don't 
yon see ! Jf he bad taken it into his head to conquer 
the moon, we should have made ready, packed knap- 
sacks, and clambered np ; happily, he did n't think of 
it. The kings of the countries, who liked their com- 
fortable thrones, were, naturally, loathe to budge, and 
had to hare their ears pulled; so then — Forwanl, 
march I We did march ; we got there ; and the earth 
once more trembled to its centre. Hey I the men and 
the shoes he used up in those days! The enemy dealt 
us such blows that none but the grand army could have 
borne the fatigue of it. But you are not ignorant that 
a Frenchman is born a philosopher, and knows that a 
little sooner, or a little later, be has got to die. So 
we were ready to die without a word, for we liked to 
see the Emperor doing tluit on the geographies." 

Here the narrator nimbly described a circle with hia 
foot on the floor of the barn, 

"And Napoleon said, 'There, that's to be a king- 
dom.' And a kingdom it was. Ha! the good times! 
The colonels were generals ; the generals, marshals ; 
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and the marshals, kings. There 's one of 'em still on 
his throne, to prove it to Europe ; but he 's r Gascon 
and a traitor to France for Iieeiiing that crown ; and 
he does n't blush for shame as he ought to do, be- 
cause crowns, don't yon see, arc made of gold. I who 
am speaking to you, I have seen, in Paris, eleven kings 
and a mob of priaces surroundiag Napoleon like the 
rays of the sun. You understand, of course, that every 
soldier had the chance to mount a throne, provided 
always he had the merit; so a corporal of the Guard 
was a sight to be looked at as he walked along, for each 
man had his share in the victory, and 't was plainly set 
forth in the bulletin. What victories they were ! Ans- 
terlitz, where tlie army mancBuvrcd as if on parade ; 
Eylan, where we drowned the Russians in a lake, as 
though Napoleon had blown them into it with the breath 
of his mouth ; Wagram, where the army fought for three 
days without grumbling. We won as many battles as 
there are saints in the calendar. It was proved then be- 
yond a doubt, that Napoleon had the sword of God in 
his scabbard. The soldiers wore his Mends; he made 
them bis children ; he looked after us, he saw that we 
had shoes, and shirts, and great-eoats, and bread, and 
cartridges ; but he always kept up his majesty ; for, 
don't you see, 't was his buaioeaa to reign. No matter 
for that, however; a sergeant, and even a common sol- 
dier, could say to him, ' my Emperor,' just as you say to 
me sometimes, ' my good friend.' He gave us an an- 
swer if we appealed to him ; he slept in the snow like 
the rest of ns ; and, indeed, be had almost the air of a 
human man. I who speak to you, I have seen him 
l|irith his feet among the grapeshot, and no more uneasy 
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than you are now, — BtAodtag steady, looking throngh 
his field-glass, and niiDdiag bis business. T was that 
kept the rest of ns qtiiet. I don't know how he did it, 
hut when he spoke, be made our besi'ts bum witbin us ; 
and to show him we were his children, iucajiaMe of 
balking, did n't we rush at the mouths of the rascally 
cannon, that belehed and vomited shot and sbcU witli- 
out so much as saying, ■ Look out ! ' Why ! the dying 
must needs raise their heads to salute him and cry, 
» Long live the Emperor I ' 

" I ask you, was that natural? would they have done 
that for a human man ? 

" Well, after he had settled the world, the Empress 
Josephine, his wife, a good woman all the same, man- 
aged matters so that she did not bear him any children, 
and he was obliged to give her up, though he toveil ber 
considerably. But, you see, he bad to have little ones 
for reasons of state. Hearing of this, all the sover- 
eigns of Europe quarrelled as to which of them should 
give him a wife. And he married, so they told ns, an 
Austrian archducliess, daughter of Cwsar, an ancient 
man about whom people talk a good deal, and not in 
France ordy, — where any one will tell you what he did, 
— but in Europe. It is all true, for I myself who 
address you at this moment, I liave been on the Danube, 
and have seen the remains of a bridge built by lliat 
man, who, it seems, was a relation of Ifapotcon in 
Rome, and that 's how the Emperor got the inheritance 
of that city for his son. So alter the marriage, which 
was a fete for the whole world, and in honor of whioh 
he released the people of ten years' taxes, — which they 
bad to pay all the same, however, l}ecause the assessors 
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didn't take account of what he said, — his wife bad & 

little one, who was King of Kome, Now, there's a 

thing that had never been seen on this earth ; never 

^■^ before was a child born a king with his father living. 

^^^On that day a balloon went up in Paris to tell the news 

^H^to Rome, and that balloon made the joiime; in one 

^^K " Now, is there any man among you who will stand 
^^Pap here and declare to me that all that was human? 
^^ No ; it was written, above ; and may the seurvy seize 

'em who deny that he waa sent by Goii himself for the 

triumph of France I 

»'* Well, here 's the Emperor of Russia, that used to 
be his friend, he gets aogty because Napoleon did n't 
marry a Russian; so he joins with the English, our 
enemiea, — to whom our Emperor always wanted to say 
a conple of wortla in their burrows, only he was pre- 
vented. Napoleon gets angry too ; an end had to be 
put to such doings ; so he says to ua : ' Soldiers ! joii 
have been masters of evei'y capital in Europe, except 
Moscow, which is now the ally of England. To con- 
qner England, and India which belongs to the English, 
it becomes our peremptory dutj- to go to Moscow.' 
Then he assembled the greatest army that ever trailed 
it« gaiters over the globe | and so marvellously in hand 
it was that he reviewed a million of men in one day. 
ourra ! ' ' cried the Russians. Down came all Russia 
1 those animals of Cossacks in a flock. 'T was nation 
jainst nation, a general hurly-burly, and beware who 
' Asia against Europe,' as the Bed Man had 

1 BaUle-cry of Ihe CoBEacka. 
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toretoltl to Napoleon. ' Enough," cried the Emperor, 
•I'll be ready.' 
"So now, Bi 
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Bed Man had said, to lidc Na|X)koii's hand I Austria, 
PruBsin, Bavaria, Sasoni', Poland, Italy, every one of 
them nerc with us, flattering us ; ah, it was flue I The 
eagles never cawed so lood as at those parades, jjerched 
Iiigh above the banners of all Europe. The Poles were 
bursting with joj-, because Napoleon was going to re- 
lease them ; and that 'h why France and Poland are 
brothers to this day. ' Russia is ours,' cried the army. 
Wc plunged into it well-supplied ; we marched and we 
marched, — uo Russians. At last we found the brutes 
entrenched on the banks of the Mosltova. That 's where 
I won mj- cross, and I 've got the right to say it was 
a damnable battle. This was how it came about. The 
Emperor was anxious. He hart seen the Red Man, who 
said to him, ' My son, j-ou are going too fast for your 
feet ; you will lack men ; friends will betray you.' So 
the Emperor ofifered peace. But before signing, '* Let 
us drub those Russians ! ' he said to us. ' Done 1 ' ciied 
the array. ' Forward, march ! ' said the sergeants. My 
clothes were in rags, my shoes worn out, from trudging 
along those roads, which are very uncomfoi-tablc ones ; 
but no matter I I said to myself, ' As it 's the last of 
our earthquakings, I'll go into it, tooth and nail!' 
We were drawn up in line before the great raviue, — 
front seats, as 't were. Signal given ; and seven hun- 
dred pieces of artillery began a conversation that would 
bring the blood from your ears. Then — must do jus- 
tice to one's enemies — the Russians let themselves be 
killed like Freuchmcn ; they would n't give way ; we 
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oould n't ailvance. ' Forward ! ' some one cried, ' here 
comes the Emperor ! ' True enoogh ; he passed at a 
gallop, waving his hand to let ns kuow wc must take 
the redoubt. He inspired na; on we ran, I was the 
first in the ravine. Ha I my God ! how the lioutonanta 
fell, and the colonels, and the soldiers ! No matter ! 
all the more shoes for those that had none, and epau- 
lets for the clever ones who knew how to read. ' Vic- 
tory ! ' cried the whole line ; ' Victory I ' — and, would 
you believe it? a thing never seen before, thei'e lay 
twenty-live thousand Frenchmen on the ground. 'T was 
like mowing down a wheat-field; only in place of the 
ears of wheat put the heads of men ! We were sobered 
by this time, — those who were left alive. The Man 
rode up ; we made the circle round him. Ha ! he knew 
how to cajole his children ; he cntild be amiable when 
he liked, and feed 'em with words when their stomaebs 
were ravenous with the hunger of wolves. Flatterer! 

I he distributed the crosses himself, lie uncovered to the 
dead, and thea he cried to us, 'On! to Moscow!' 
' To Moscow ! ' answered the army. 
" We took Moscow. "Would you believe'it? the Rus- 
wans burned their own ciLy! 'T was a haystack six 
iniles square, and it blazed for two days. The build- 
ings crashed like slates, and showers of melted iron 
and lead rained down upon us, which was naturally 
horrible. I may say to you plainly, it was like a flash 
of lightning on our disasters. The Emperor said, 
' We have done enough ; my soldiers shall rest here.' 
Kfio we rested awhile, just to get the breath into our 
■fcodies and the flesh on our bones, for wo were really 
[,tired. We took possession of the golden cross that 
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vas on the Kivmliu ; and every soldier brought away 
with him a small fortune. But out there the winter 
Bets in a month earlier, — a thing those fools of science 
did n't properly explain. So, coming back, the cold 
nipped us. No longer an armj- — do you hear me? — 
no longer any generals, no longer any sergeants even. 
'T was the reign of wretchedneaa and hunger, — a reign 
of equality at last. No one thought of anjlhing but to 
see France once more ; no one stooped to pick up his 
gun or his money if he dropped them ; each man fol- 
lowed his nose, and went as he pleased without caring 
for glory. Tlie weather was so bad the Emperor could n't 
aee his star ; there was something between him and llie 
skies. Poor man ! it made him ill to see his eagles fly- 
ing away from victory. Ah 1 't was a mortal blow, you 
may believe me. 

" Well, we got to the Beresina. My friends, I can 
affirm to you by ali that is most sacred, by my honor, 
that since mankind came into the world, never, never, 
was there seen eiich a fricassee of an army — guns, 
carriages, artillery- wagons — in the midst of such 
snowa, under such relentless skies ! The muzzles of 
the muskets burned our hands if we touched tliem, the 
iron was so cold. It was there that the army was 
Baved by the pontoniers, who were firm at their post ; 
and there that Gondriu, — sole survivor of the men 
who were bold enough to go into the water and build 
the bridges bj' which the army crossed, — that Gondrin, 
here present, admirably conducted himself, and saved 
U3 from the Russians, who, I must tell you, still re- 
spected the grand army, remembering its victories. 
Aud," he added, pointing to Gondrin, wlio was gazing 
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st him with the peculiarattentionof adeaf man, "Gos- 
(Iriti is a flinahed soldier, a soklier who is honor itGeli', 
aud he merils your higbeat esteem. 

" I saw the Emperor," he resumed, " standing by 
the bridge, motionless, not feeling the cold — was that 
human? He looked at the destruetioii of his treasure, 
his ftlends. Lis old Egyptians. Bah ! all that passed 
Lim, women, army-wagons, artillery, all were shat- 
tered, destroyed, ruined. The bravest carried the 
eagles; for the eagles, d',\-e see, wore France, tlio 
nation, all of you ! they wei-e the civil and tbe milttaiy 
LoDor that mnst be kept piii'e ; could their heads lie 
lowered because of the cold? It was only near the 
Emperor that we warmed oui-selves, because when he 
was in danger we ran, frozen as we were — we, who 
would n't have stretclied a hand to save a friend. 
They told ns he wept at night over his poor family of 
soldiers. Ah ! none but he and Frenchmen could have 
got themselves out of that business. We did get out, 
but with losses, great losses, as I tell you. The Allies 
captured our provisions. Men began to betray him, as 
tlic Bed Man predicted. Those cliatterers in Paris, 
who had held their tongues alter the Imperial Guard 
was formed, now tliouglit he was dead ; so they hood- 
winked the prefect of police, and hatched a conspiracy 
to overthi-ow the empire. He heai'd of it ; it worried 
llim. He left ns, saying : ' Adieu, my children ; guard 
the outposts ; I shall return to you.' Bah ! without 
bim nothing went right ; the generals lost their heads, 
the marshals tallced nonsense aud committed foUies ; 
but that was not surprising, for Napoleon, who was kind, 
had fed 'em on gold; they had got as fat as lard, and 
U 
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would n't stir ; some stayed in oamp when they ought 
to have been warming the backs uf the enemy mho was 
between us and France. 

" But the Emijeror came back, and ho brought re- 
cruits, famous recruits ; be changed their backbone 
and made 'em dogs of war, fit to set their t«eth into 
anything; and he brought a guard of honor, a fine 
body indeed ! — all boui-geois, who molted away like 
butter on a gridiron. 

" Well, spite of our stem bearing, here 's everything 
going against us ; anil yet the army did prodigies of valor. 
Then came battles on the niountnlns, nations against 
nations, — Dresden, Lutzcn, Bautzen. Remember these 
day§, all of you, for 't waa then that Frenchmen were 
80 particularly heroic that a good grenadier only lasted 
six mouths. We triumphed always ; yet there were 
those English, in our rear, rousing revolts against us 
with their lies ! No matter, we cut our way home 
through the whole pack of the nations. Wherever the 
Emperor showed himself we followed him; for if, by 
sea or land, he gave ue the woi-d ' Go I ' we went. At 
last, we were in France ; and many a poor foot-soldier 
felt the air of hia own country restore his soul to 
satisfaction, spite of the winliy weather. I can say for 
myself that it refVeshed my life. Well, next, our busi- 
ness waa to defend France, our country, our beautiful 
France, against all Europe, which resented our having 
laid down the law to the Russians, and pushed them 
back into their dens, so that they couldn't eat us up 
alive, as northern nations, who are dainty and like 
southern flush, have a habit of doing, — at least, so 
I 'vc heard some generals say. Then the Emperor saw 
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licaven, tlie country of the brave. Dorenia mj- chiM, 
wliom I commit to jou. Long live Napoleon II, ! ' He 
lueaut to die, thut no man Bliuiild look upoa Napoleon 
yanquiabed : he took poison, enough to bare killed a 
regiment, because, like Jeetis Christ before bis Faseion. 
lie thought bimsdf abandoned of God and his talisman. 
But tbe poison did not bni-t bim. 

" See again ! he found he was immortal. 

" Sure of liimself, knowing he must ever be Tae 
Ekfebor, he went for a while to an island to study out 
tbe uature of these others, who, you may be sure, cora- 
niitted follies without end. Whilst be bided his time 
down there, tbe Chinese, and the wild men on tbe L'oast 
of Africa, and the Barbary States, and others who are 
not at all accommodating, knew so well he was more 
than man that they respected his tent, saying to touch it 
would be to offend God. Thus, d'ye see, when these 
others turned him from the doors of his own France, 
he atill reigned over the whole world. Before long he 
embarked in the same little cockleshell of a boat be had 
had in Egypt, sailed round the beard of the English, 
Bet foot in France, and France acclaimed him. The 
sacred cuckoo flew fi-om spire to spire ; all France cried 
out with one voice, ' Long live the Empeeor ! ' In 
this region, here, the enthnsioam for that wonder of the 
ages was, I may say, solid. Daupbine behaved well; 
and I am particularly pleased to know that her people 
wept when they saw, once more, tbe gray top-coat. 
Mari'h first it was, when Napoleon landed with two 
hundred men to conquer that kingdom of France and of 
Navarre, which, on the twentieth of Ibo same month 
was again tbe French Empire. On that day our Man 
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f was in Paris ; he lia<i made a clean sweep, recovered hia 
Haar Frauee, and gathered hia veterans together by 
saying no more than three woi-ds, ' I am here.' 

" 'T waa the greateat miracle God had yet done ! Be- 
fore him, did ever mail recover an empire by showing 
hia hat? And these others, who thought they hiwi 
subdued France ! Not thej' ! At sight of the eagles, a 
national army aprang up, and we maruhed to Waterloo. 
There, the Guard died at one blow. Napoleon, in 
despair, threw himself three times before the cannon of 
the enemy without obtaining death. We saw that. 
I The battle waa lost. That night the Emperor called 
bis old soldiers to him; on the Held soaked with our 
blood he burned his baunora and his eagles, — his poor 
eagles, ever victorious, who eried ' Forward ' iu the 
I battles, and had flowa the length aud breadth of Europe, 
[ thei/ were saved the infamy of belonging to the enemy : 
I all the treasures of England cotiUl n't get her a tail- 
[ feather of them. No more eaglea ! — the rest is well- 
known. The Red Man went over to the Bourbons, like 
thescoundi'el thathe is. France is crushed ; the soldier 
F is notliing ; they deprive him of his dues ; they dis- 
chai^ him to make room for brokeu-down nobles — 
I ah, 't ia pitiable ! They aeizcd Napoleon by treachery ; 
the Engliah nailed him on a desert island in mid-ocean 
on a rock raised ten thousand feet above the earth ; 
and there be is, and will be, till the Red Man gives 
him back his power for the happiness of France. 
. Tlieae others aay he 'a dead. Ha, dead ! 'Tis easy to 
I see they don't know Him. They tell that fib to catch 
people, and feel safe in their hovel of a govemment. 
\ Listen I the truth at the bottom of it all is that hia friends 
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have left bira alone on the desert isle to fulfil a proph- 
ecy, Tor I Ibrgot to say that his name, Napoleon, means 
' lion of the desert.' Now this that 1 toll you is true as 
the Gospel. All other tales that you bear about the 
Emperor are follies without coramon-aenee ; because, 
d' ye see, God never gave to fhild of woman born the 
right to stamp his name in red as he did, on tlie earth, 
which forever shall remember him ! Long live Napo- 
leon, the father of hia people and of the solrher 1 " 

" Long live General Eltlu ! " criod the pontooier. 

" How happened it you were not killed in the ravine 
at Moskova? " asked a peasant woman. 

"How do I know? We went in a regiment, wa 
came out a hundred foot-sold leva ; none but the line 
were capable of takiug thnt redoubt: the infantry, d'ye 
see, that's the real army." 

"And the cavalry I what of that?" cried Genestas, 
letting himself roll from the top of the hay, and appear* 
ing with a suddenness which made the bravest utter a 
cry of terror. " Eh ! my old veteran, you foi^et the 
red lancers of Poniatowski, the cuirassiers, the dra- 
goons ! tliey that shook the earth when Napoleon, im- 
patient that the viutory was delayed, said to Alurat, 
' Sire, cut them in two.' Ha, we were off I first at a 
trot, then at a gallop, ' one, two,' and the enemy 'a 
line was cut in halves like an apple with a knife. A 
charge of cavalry, my old hero 1 why, 't is a column of 
cannonhalls I " 

" How about the pontoniers?" cried Gondrin. 

"My children," said Genestas, becoming suddenly 
quite ashamed of his sortie when he saw himself in the 
midst of a silent and bewildered group, " there are no 
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take this and drink to the LittleJ 



cned all the peopleV 



spies here, 
Corporal." ' 

"Long live toe Emperor! 
present, with ooe voice. 

" Hush, my cliildren ! " said the officer, struggling ti 
control hi3 emotioo, "Husb! Ae is ilead. He diet 
saying : ' Glorj', France, and battle.' Mj frieods, 1 
Lad to die, he ! but bis memory — never ! ' 

Goguelat made a gesture of disbelief ; then hg said i] 
a. low voice to those nearest to him, " The officer is s 
in the service, and he's told to tell the people I 
Emperor is dead. We must n't bo angry with him, 1 
because, d' ye see, a soldier has to obey oidera." 

As Genestas left tlie barn lie heaixl the Fo. 
say, "That officer is a friend of the Emperor n 
Monsieur Benassis." On tliat, all the people rushed t 
the door to get another sight of hira, and by the light o 
the moon they saw tiie doctor take his arm, 

" I committed a great folly," said Genestas, " 1 
get home quickly. Those eagles — the cannon- 
campaigns ! 1 no longer knew whei-e I was." 

' What do you think of my Goguelat?" a 



'* Monsieur, so long as such tales are told, Francdl 
f^ll carry in her entrails the fourteen armies of th«l 
Bepublic, aud may at any time renew the eonversatioD f 
of cannon with all Europe, That 's my opinion." 

Shortly after, tliey reached the house and sat dowa " 
thonghtfully for awhile on either side the fireplace in 
the salon, where the dying embers still sent up a fe«r 
sparks. Notwithstanding the proofs of confldence 
had received £i-om the doctor, Gcucstos 1 
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hesitated to put a seaiiibing queettoD which might seem 
iodiscreet. Yat, aflur giviDg him a few scTUliniziiig 
glances, and meeting a look full of courteous amenity, 
a look only seen on the lips of a really strong mun, he 
waa encouraged to saj" : — 

' Monsieur, jour life differs so essentially fi-om that 
of otlier men that you wiil not be surprised if I ask you 
the cause of your retirement. Though my curiosity 
may seem to you iutrusii'e, you will at least admit that 
it is very natural. Let me tell you something. 1 lia>'e 
had comrades with whom I never grew intimate, not 
even when we had made many campaigns together ; 
but I have hail otliers to whom I would saj', ' Get my 
money with yours from the paymaster,' three days after 
first seeing them and getting drunk together, as will 
sometimes happen to the best of men in a merry mood. 
Well, you are one of those to whom I make myself a 
friend witliout asking permLssiou, — indeed, without 
fully knowing why." 

"Captain Bluteau — " 

For some time past, whenever the doctor gave him 
Iiie false name, Geneatas could not repress a slight gri- 
mace. BenaRsis caught tlie pained expression on his 
face, and looked fixedly at the offleer to discover its 
cause ; but, as it was impossible for him to guess the 
truth, he attributed the look to some phyrical suffering, 
and S.&KV a pause ho went on ; — 

" Captain, I will speak to you of myself. Several 
times to-day I have been led to do so, as 1 explained 
the improvements I have brought about in this valley; 
but it was in connection witli tlie district and its inhabi- 
tants, iu whose interests my own are neccssaiily mixed 
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But, to tell you my history will oblige me to speak 
I of myself only, and my life has little in iC that ia iater- 

I eatiog to others." 
' Were it as simple as that of your Fosseuse," an- 

[ BTvered Geneatas, " I still should wish to hear it, tliat 

I I niigiit Icnow what chances and changes have thrown 
I'B man of your iiuulity into this district," 

' Captain, for twelve years I have kept silence. 

pKow that I await, on the verge of my grave, the blow 
that 19 to cast me into it, I will have the good faith to 
tell you that this silence begins to weigh upon me. 
For twelve years I have suffered witliout Uie uonsola- 

I Won that friendship gives to wounded hearts. My poor 

hslck people, my peasants, show me many an example 
signatiou 1 but tbey have me to iinderstaud tbem, 

■4nd they feel it ; while I have none to gatber my secret 

"aighs, none to give me the band-clasp of a true man, 

- that best of consolations, which so few lack, not 

fcven Goudrin." 

With a sudden impulse, Genestas held out his baud 

f to Benassis, who wag deeply moved at the action. 

* Perhaps tlie Fosseuse would have understood me, 
as the angels would," he resumed, in an altered voice j 
"but also she miglit have loved me, and that would 
have been a misfortune. Captain, none but an old 
soldier, indulgent like yourself, or a yonug mau full of 
illusions, could listen to my confession and enter into 
it; it cau be comprehended only by a man to whom 
all the wa.vs of life are fully known, or by a youth 
who is a total stranger to them. For lack of a priest, 
the old crusaders died on the battle-lield confessing to 
^e cross of their sword-hilta ; tliny made it the faitliful 
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mediator between their souls and God. And so you, 
one of Napoleon's finest sabres, you, hard and strong 
as steel, you, perhaps, will comprehend me well. To 
enter fully into my story, it is quite necessary to pos- 
sess certain delicacies of feehng, and to share in the 
natural beliefs of simple hearts ; all of which seem 
ridiculous to those philosophers who apply to their pri- 
vate interests the maxims which belong to the govern- 
ment of States. I shall speak to you in good faith, as 
a man who seeks to justify neither the good nor the evil 
of his life ; and who hides nothing from you, because 
he is here to-day, far removed from the world, indiffer- 
ent to the judgment of men, and full of hope in God." 

Benassis paused; then he rose and said: ^^ Before 
beginning my tale I will order tea. For twelve yeara 
Jacquotte has never failed to come and ask if I wished 
for it ; she would certainly interrupt us now. Will you 
take some, captain? '' 

'' Thank you, no." 

Benassis soon returned. 
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" I WAS hom," resumed the doctor, " In a small town 

in Languedoci where my father had lived for some time ; 

and there my childhood was passed. When eight years 

old, I was sent to a school at Sorreze, which I did not 

leave nntil I went to (liiiah my edncation in Paris. My 

father's youth had been wild and prodigal, biit his 

wasted patrimony was replaced by a foi'tiinat^ mar- 

ri^e, and liy the slow savings of a provincial life, 

where more pride is felt in the possession of money 

than jn the spending of it, anil where the natural am- 

^^^ bitions of men die out or turn to avarice, in default of 

^^L^eneroua nutriment. Becoming rich, and having Init 

^^Hone son, ha wished to transmit to me the cold expe~ 

^^B nence he had gained in exchange for his vanished ilJii- 

sions, — last and noble error of old men, who vainly 

strive to bequeath their virtues and their prudence to 

children who are enamoured of life and in haste to 

I enjoy it. This desire on the part of my father led him 
to lay down a |)lan for ray education of which, in the end. 
I became a victim. He carefully concealed fi-om nie t!io 
real value of his property, antl condemned me, in my own 
Interestjj, to suffer dnring my best years the privations 
pnd anxieties of a young man eager to acquire bis in- 
dependence ; he wished to instil into me the virtues of 




220 Tlie Cimntry Doctor. 

poverty — pfttionce, a tliirat foi' knowledge, and the lore 
of work. By thus forcing me to recognize the value of 
wealth, he hoped to tenth me the lesson of presen-ing 
my inheritance; anil therefore, aa soon as I was old 
enough to listen to advice, he urged me to adojit and 
follow some iirofcssion. Mj' tastes in(Jined me to the 
study of medicine. From Sonize, where for ten years 
I had been under the half-conventual discipline of the 
Orntorians in the solitude of a provincial lyeenm, I 
waa brought, without an intervening moment, to the 
capital. 

'* My father accompanied me, for the purpose of pre- 
senting me to one of hia friends. The two old men 
took, without my knowledge, the most minute precau- 
tions against the effervescence of my youth, then so 
innocent. My allowance was closely calculated, and 
brought down to the actual necessaries of life, and I 
could only draw my quarterly stipend by presenting the 
receipts for the pajTucnt of my terms at tlie School of 
Medicine. This mortif^'ing distiiist waa concealed un- 
der a pretence of busineaa methods. In other respects 
my father was lilwral ns to tlie exjjenses of my educa- 
tion and the ordinary pteasurea of Parisian life. Hia 
old friend, who was glad to have a young man to guide 
through the labyrinth I was about to enter, was one of 
those men who class their feelings as carefully aa they 
docket their papers. By consulting the note-hook of a 
preceding j^ear, he always knew what he had done in the 
month, day, and hour that corresponded to the current 
year. Life was to him an enterprise, of which he kept 
a commercial account. He was a man of much merit, 
but slirewd, o\-er- pre else, distrustful, and never without 
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jperfoiiB reflSonB to explain tbe precantions he took 
I agaiuat me. He bougbt my books; he paid fur my 
; when I wished to learn to ride, tlie wortiiy 
Iman inquired in person for the heat school, tooli me 
I tiiere himself", and forestalled my wishes by putting a 
I'faorse at my disposal for the holidays. But in spite of 
I tiiese devices of old age. whieh I learned to baffle as 
fsooQ as I bad an interest in escaping them, the ext-ellent 
rman waa a second father to me, ' M_v friend," he said, 
as soon as he perceived that I should break my t«thei- 
nnlesa he lengthened it, ' young men are often hurried 
into follies by the impetuosity of their age ; you may 

I acme day tind yourself in want of money ; in tliat case, 
leome to me. Your father formerly did me a great ser- 
vice, and I shall always have a tride at your command ; 
l)ut never deceive me, and never be afraid to tell me 
your errors. I have been young, and we shall under- 
stand each other like comrades.' 
"My father installed me in a second-class hoardiiig- 
liouse in the Latin quarter, among respectable people, 
iwhere I had a tolerably well-furnished room. This flrat 
stage of independence, the kindness of my fatljer, the 
eacriBees he seemed to he making for me, gave me, 
nevertiieleas, but little pleasui-e. Periiaps we must 
taste the aweeta of liberty before we can nuderatatnl its 
iiill value. Now, the memory of my free childhood was 
' obliterated by the restraints of a conventual 
ichool-life, the hnnlen of which my mind had not aa yet 
Birown off; and the injunctions of my father had just 
Hit fresh tasks upon me. Moreover, Paris, to my eyes, 
n enigma; it affords no anniseracnt until we have 
d to study its pleasures. Thus I found Tuy posi- 
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tion little changed, unless it were tbat my new lyceDin 
was on a lai-gur scale, and culled itself the School of 
Medicine. Neverthelesa I studied vigorously, I at- 
tended the lectnres with assiduity, I flung myself into 
work with all my strength, taking no relaxation; for 
the treasures of science which abound In Paris roused 
and delighted my imagination. 

"Soon, however, a few imprudent intimacies, whose 
dangers were veiled hy the thoiiglitless, confiding friend- 
ship which captivates all young men, carried me ineen- 
sibly into the dissipations of Paris. I took a passion- 
ate delight in the theatre and in actors, and this began 
tJie work of uiy demoralization. The theatres of a city 
are laaneAiI to young men, who never come out of tliem 
without emotions agaiust whicli ttiey stru^le nearly 
always fruitlessly ; so also with society, whose laws 
seem to me to be the accomplices of the debauchery 
there committed. Our legislation has, as it were, shut 
its eyes to the psissions which tormeut a young man Iie- 
tween the ages of twenty and twenty-five. In Paris 
everything assails htm ; bis appetites are perpetually 
provokeil. Religion preaches virtue to him, and the 
laws command him to practise it, but the things of life, 
and manners, and customs invite him to evil ; the best 
of men and the most pious of women make light of con- 
tinence. The great city of Paris seems to regard it as 
a duty to encourage vice ; for the obstacles it puts in 
the way of all careers where a young man can honorably 
make his fortune ai-e even more numerous than the 
snares it sets for his passions which dissipate it. 

" For a long lime I went night after night to some 
theatre, and contracted, little by little, idle habits. I 
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com promised with my sense of duty ; often I put off 
my moat pressing occupations to tlie moi-row ; soon, 
instead of endeavoriog to ac<iuire knowledge, I did 
only sucli tasks as were absolutely necessary to pass 
niy examinations before taking my raediual degree. At 
tlie lectures I no longer listened to tiie professors, who, 
Bs I called it, prosed. I flung down my old gods, and 
became a Parisian ; in short, I led the uubniauced life 
of a young provincial who, let loose in the great city, 
r BtiU retains a few true sentiments and still believes in 
■certain moral precepts, though be allows himself to be 
^corrupted by bad examples, from which, at the same 
time, he desires to escape. I made a poor light ; I had 
Bccomplicea within myself. Yes, monsieur, my face ia 
not deceptive ; I have bad all the passions whose im- 
print is now upon it. Nevertheless, I kept, deep in 
my heart, the sentiment of moral perfection, which, 
throughout my errors, never lelt me, and was destined 
to bring back to God, through remoree and weariness, 
the man whose youth had quenched its thirst in the 
pure waters of religion. He who keenly feels the 
passionate joys of earth will sooner or later be at- 
tracted by the flavor of the fruits of heaven. 

" 1 went thrangh tiio thousand delights, the countless 
despairs which more oi' less actively surround all youth 
at its outset. Sometimes I mistook my sense of vigor 
for the power of a firm will, and deluded myself as to 
the extent of my abilities ; sometimes at sight of the 
smallest obstacle in iny way I fell into deeper discour- 
agement than was natural to me. I conceived vast 
Bchemes, I di-eamed of glory, I buckled to work; and 
then some pleasure-party scattered my noble, half- 
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■willed fancies. Yet the vfigue memory of these grand, 
miscarried conceptions left deceitful gleams beliind 
tlicra, which led mc to believe in mjself, without giving 
me tlie energy to bring auj'tUing to hirth. This indo- 
lence, fiill of self-sofflciencj-, made me neither more nor 
less tlian a fool ; for a fool is one who does nothing to 
justify tliG good opinion he forms of himself. I bad 
actii'ity without a purpose ; I wanted the flowers of 
hfe without the labor that malies them bloom. Ignor- 
ing obstacles, 1 l>elieved everything easy ; the successes 
of science and Itie successes of fortune I attributed to 
lucli. To my mind, genius was charlatanism ; 1 imag- 
ined myself a man of science, because it was in my 
power to become one ; and without reflecting on the 
patience tliat begets great work or the doing that 
reveals its difficulties, I drew at sight upon all its 
glorie.. 

" My pleasures wore rapidly exhausted. The theatre 
did not long amuse me ; Paris was soon a void and a 
desert to a poor student whose only society was that of 
an old man who knew nothing of the actual world, and 
the wearisome persons to be met with in a boarding- 
house. Like all other young men who are disgusted 
with the life they lead, who have no Bxed ideas, and no 
settled purpose In their minds, I wandered for days 
about the streets, along the quays, through the mu- 
seums and the public gardens. An aimless life is 
harder to bear at that age than at any other, for it is 
full of wasted sap and of movement that leads to no re- 
sult. I ignored the power that a firm will puts into the 
. hands of a young man if he is able to conceive a pur- 
pose, and if he brings to bear on the execution of it all 
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his vital forces strengtLoned still furtlicr by the intrepid 
beliefs ofj^oiith. Id ebildbood we are sim[jly innocent, 
ignorant of the dangers of life ; ill j'outii we perceive 
its difficulties and its limitless extent. At tlie sight, a 
youth's courage sometimes fails ; while still new to the 
business of social life he falls a prey to a sort of idiocy, 
a feeling of dull stupidity, as though he were helpless 
in a foreign land. At every age, the utterly unknown 
is a cause of involuntary terror, A young man is like 
a soldier who marches to the mouths of cannon, and runs 

■ away from a ghost. He hesitates among the world's 
I maxims ; lie knows neitlier liow to give nor how to take, 

how to defend himself nor liow to attack ; he loves 
woiueii, and respects them as if he feared them. His 
qualities stand in his way ; he is all generosity, all mod- 
esty, and free from the culculations of self-interest ; if 
he lies, it is for his pleasure, nut his advantage ; in 
dubious paths, his conscience, with which he has not 
yet compromised, shows him the nghl way, though he 
delays to take it. Men born to live by the inspira- 
tions of tlie heart instead of listening to tlie dictates of 
the head, often remain a long time in this fluctuating 
I position. It waa mine. I became the plaything of two 
r contending influences, — impelled on the one hand by 
rthe desires of a young man, restrained on the other 
by sentimental timidity, 

"The emotions excited by Parisian life are cruel to 
|-,8onls endowed witli keen sensiliilitj- ; the advantages 
t which suijerior men or rich men there enjoy irritate 
lithe passions of other men. In tliat world of gi-andeur 
■wid of Uttleness, envy is oftener a dagger tlian a spur. 

■ Amid the constant struggle of atubitions, desires, and 
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batrede, it ie impoBstble to escape being either the 
victim or the acoouiplice of the general movemeDt ; 
insensibly, the perpetual eight of vice made happy 
and virtue eontcmptit>le leads a young man to waver. 
Paridan life quickly deati'oya tlie texture of his oon- 
edenoe; and theu begins, soon to hn accomplished, 
the infernal work of his demoralization. The first of 
all pleasures, the one which in the beginning includes 
all others, is environed with such perils that it is im- 
l^ossible not to reflect on the smallest actions to which 
it incites, and not to calculate their every coiisequeuce. 
yilch calculations lead to selfislmess. If some poor 
student, swept onwai-d by the impetuosity of his pas- 
sions, is disposed to rise out of self, those whom he 
sees about him exhibit and inspire such distrust of 
higher things that it is very ditlicult for him not to 
share in that distrust, and not to put himself on guard 
against liis own generous impulses. Such a struggle 
withers and shriolcs the soul, drives the life to the brain, 
produces Parisian callousness, and results in that code 
of manners and morals where, under a bewitching fri- 
volity and fictitious enthusiasms, lurk jwlicy or lucre. 
In that world, the intoxication of happiness does not 
hinder the most artless of women ftoxa keeping her head 
clear, ijucli an atmosphere natui-ally influenced both 
my feelings and my behavior. The errors which poi- 
soned my life might perhaps have weighed lightly on 
the consciences of other meji, but Southern natures have 
a religious faith which compels them to believe in Cath- 
olic truth and in the certainty of another life. Such 
b(?liefs give depth to their passions, and persistency to 
tlkcir remorse. 
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"At the time when I was studj-ing medicine, military 
I men were t!ie masters of society ; to please a woman it 
Fwas necesBary to be at least a colonel. What could a 
poor stiiilent be in Biich Bociety? Nothing. Goaded 
by the vigor of my passions, finding no outlet for them, 
hampered at every step and in every wish by tbe tvaut 
of money, regarding study and its honors as too slow 
a means to procure pleasures that tempted me, vacillat- 
ing between the promptings of an Inward shame and 
the force of evil esampIcB, meeting with every facility 
for profligacy in low places, and every diffluulty in at- 
tempting to enter good society, — I passed sad days, a 
prey to the surgings of passion, to the sloth that kills, 
to a despondency which broke at times into sudden ela- 
tiona. This crisis ended in a way that is common 
enough in the lives of young men. 

"I have always hud the deepest repugnance to injur- 
ing the peace of households ; partly', perhaps, because 
I the natural frankness of mj- feelings prevents me from 
disguising tliem, and it would have been physically 
Impossible to me to live in a position of flagrant false- 
hood. On the other hand, pleasures anattihed in haste 
never tempted me ; I like better to taste my happiness. 
Not being actually ^'ieious, I was helpless against my 
Isolation ; 1 made many abortive attempts to enter 
society, where I might have met with some woman will- 
lug to devote herself to teaching me the pei'ils of the way, 

who would have formed my manners, advised me with- 

out wounding my pride, and introduced me wherever I 

^eonld liave made friends who would have been useful to 

1 in my fliture career. In my despair, some danger- 

I intrigue might perhaps ha^c seduced me ; but all 
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Hint was beyonrl mj' reach, even the peril of it; inex- 
perience tlirew me liauk into solitude, where I remained 
face to face with my thwarted passions. 

" Finally, monsieur, I formed a connection, at first a 
secret one, with a young giri whom I pei'suaded, will- 
ingly or nuwiUingly, to share my life. She belonged 
to an honest famil_\' of email means ; it was not long 
hefoi-e ehe left her simple life, fearlessly confiding to me 
a future which virtue had hitherto made hopeful to her. 
The narrowness of my means probably seemed to her 
the sui'cst guarantee of my faithfulness. From that 
moment, the tempest which had raged in my heart, my 
extravagant desires, my ambitions, all subsided into 
happiness, — the happiness of a young man who as yet 
knows nothing of the ways of the world, of its maxims, 
ita conventions, or the strength of its prejudices ; but a 
happiness as complete as that of a child. A first love 
is like a new childhood ttirown across our days of pain 
and labor. 

"There are some men who learn to know life at a 
glance, who judge it for what it is, who see its errors 
and profit by them, understand its social maxims and 
turn them to their own advantage, and know how to 
eatimat« the bearings of everything. Such frigid men 
are wise in their generation, according to human laws. 
But there are others, poor poets, high-strung natures, 
who fee! deeplj' and commit errors. I was one of them. 
My first attachment wan not a real passion. I followed 
my instinct and not my heart. I sacrificed a poor g^rl to 
myself, and found no lack of reasons to assure me I was 
doing no wrong. As for her, she was devotion itself, — ■ 
a heai'C of gold, a just spirit, a noble soul. She never 
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,ve me any but the best advice. At first, her love 
■revived luy courage ; she gently led me, by her belief in 
me, to take up my studies, predicting success and fame 
and furtune. In these days, medical science touches 
closelj' on all otiicr sciences, and its distinctions, though 
difficult to win, are well rewarded. Fame is always a 
foitune in Paris. This tender young girl forgot herself 
in me, shared my life and bore with its caprices, and 
her economy brought luxury within my narrow means. 
I had more to spend upon my fancies when we were 
two together than I had ever had alone. 

"Monsieur, it was the best part of all my life. I 
worked eagerly, for I had an object, I was encouraged ; 
I brought borne mj' tUonghts, I related my actions to 
one who knew how to win my love, and, better still, 
to inspire respect for the disci-etion she displayed, in a 
situation where discretion might, perhaps, be thought 
impossible. But my days were all alike, monsieur. 
Tliis monotony of happiness, the most delightful condi- 
tion there is ou earth, whose value is not felt till we have 
passed through ail the tempestsof the heart, — ^that sweet 
state into which no weariness of life can enter, where the 
Lost secret thoughts are shared, where we ai'e compre- 
lended — ah ! to an ardent man, hungry for social dia- 
linctions, wearied of seeking fortune because she came 
with lagging feet, such happiness grew to be a clog. 
My old dreams assailed me ; I vehemently desired the 
pleasures of wealth, and now I demande<l them in the 
name of love. I expresseil these wishes without reserve, 
at night, when a dear voice questioned me, and I sat, 
morose and mel.incboly, and absorbed in voluptiious 
dreams of imaginary' opnieuce. I must have made that 
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gentle creature, — who haii vowed herself to my happi- 
ucss, — I must iudeed liave made her aulfet'. To lier, 
Ibe worst of griefs was to see me loDg for something 
tliat slie could iiot give. Oh, monsieur ! the devotion 
of women is subtioie ! " 

The eselamatiou reve&led some secret angnisli, and 
the doctor fiill into a passing ruvcry, which GcDcstas 
relVaiiied fhim interrupting. 

"Well, monsienr," resumed Beuassis, "an event 
whieh ought to have completed tlie marriago thus 
begun, put an end to it, and was the Brat cause of my 
after sorrows. My father died, leaving a. considerable 
fortune. Matters relating to ray inheritance took me 
for some months into Laiiguedoc, and I went alone. I 
recovered my liberty. Every obligatiou, even the 
sweetest, weighs upon youth ; we must have experience 
of life before we can admit the necessity of a yoke and 
the virtue of lalior. I felt, with the vivacity of a Lan- 
guedociau, all the delight of coming and going without 
having to render an account, even a voluntary one, of 
, my doings. K I did not wholly forget the ties that 
bound me, I was so occupied with pleasurable iiitcreBt-s 
that the recollection of tUem grew insensibly weaker. 
1 could not think without a pang of renewing them on 
my return ; and then I asked myself whj' 1 should renew 
them at all. It is true I received letters full of tieep 
tenderness ; but at twenty-two years of age a j'oung 
man fancies that all women ai'o equally tender ; he 
cannot yet distinguish between heart and passion ; he 
confuses all in a general sense of pleasure, which seems, 
at first, to include all. It was only later, when I had 
ic to a knowledge of men and things, that I learned 
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3 appreciate what there was of true nobility in those 
Klettera, wliere tiotliing selfish ever mingled in the ex- 
r preBsion of feelings, where the rejoieiugs over my pros- 
perity were for me alone, and where no hint that I 
could change waa ever uttered, because the writer knew 
herself incapable of change, Bnt already I was giving 
[myself up to ambitious calculations; I thought of 
jjlunging into the pleasures of wealth, of becoming a 
lage, and making a pi-ospeTOue marri^e. I con- 
r tented myself by saying, with the cold conceit of a fop, 
' She is verj* fond of me,' Already I was anxious to 
\ find a means of freeing myself from the connection. 

"Such embarrasaments and their attendant shame 
sad to cruelty ! to escape blushing before his victim, 
Btbe man who has begun by wounding her soon killa 
■ter. The reflections I have since made on my conduct 
ftt that time have revealed to me many abysses in my 
own heart. Believe me, monsieur, those who sound the 
vices and virtues of human nature to their depths have 
studied them in gooil faith within themselves. Our 
own conscience is the point of departure. We reasoa - 
from ourselves to man, never from man to us. 

" When I returned to Paris, I went to live in a house 
I had hired, without informing the only person who had 
an interest in my actions of my return to Paris or my 
change of feeling. I was bent on playing a part among 
the young men of fashion. At the end of a few days, 
after tasting the first sweets of opulence, and when I 
felt sufficiently elated not to fall, as I thought, into 
weakness, I visited the poor creature I was intending 
to abandon. With the natural tact of women she 
[uessed my seci'et feelings, and hid her tears. She 
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mnst have dcHpisctl me ; but ctcv gentle and good, she 
showed no eoiitcmpt. This forbearance harassed me 
gi-eatly. Assaasins of the home or the highway wish 
their lietims to act in self-defence ; the struggle eeenis 
to justify the killing. At first, I coDlioued my visits 
very afltectionatelj'. Though I was no longer tender, I 
made an effoit to appear aniiahle; after that I iaeen- 
sibly became polite, until one day, by a sort of tacit 
agreement, she allowed me to treat her like a stiimger, 
and r considered tliat I was acting verj' suitably. Kev- 
ertholess, I flung myself with a sort of fiii^' into the 
world, to stifle in amusements the little remorse that 
remained to me. He who despises himself cannot live 
atone ; I led the tlisstpa.ted life which young men of 
fortune lead in Paris. Having a good education and a 
powerful memory, I aecmcd to have more mind than I 
really ha<l, and I was thus led to think mj-self of more 
consequence than otiiers. My euperiorily was so read- 
ily admitted on all sides that I took no pains to main- 
tain it. Of all tlie influences of life, praise is the most 
Bkilfully treacherous. In Paris, policy in ev<'ry walk of 
life knows how to smother talent at its birth under llie 
wreaths flung in heaps upon its cradle. I did no 
honor to my reputation, I took no advantage of my 
standing to open a way to a career, I made no useful 
connections. On the contrars', I gave way to frivoli- 
ties of every kind, I had those ephemeral passjona 
■which are the shame of the salons of Paris, where each 
heart searching for a true love is satiated in the pursuit 
of it, falls into the libertinage of polite society, and 



ends by being 



much astonished at a real 
■Id is at a fine action. 



passion as 



" I imitated others ; I often wounded fresh anil can- 
did soula by the same blows which were lacerating me 
BGcretly. In spite of the false appearances by which t 

t-iraa jcidged, I had within me an unconqucral)!e dclieauy 
hrbich I always obeyed. Many a lime I was duped 
ivhen I would have blushed not to be ; and I bronglit 
myself into trouble by a natural good faith for which I 
was thankful in my heart. The world is full of respect 
for clevernean, under whatever form it shows itself; 
• resnlta make law. Society, therefore, ascribed to rae 
Krices, qualities, victories, and defeats that were not 
^miiie, credited me with successes iu gallantry of which 
X knew nothing, blamed me for actions in which I had 
no shave. My pride made me disdain to refute the 
calumnies, my vanity led me to accept each flatteriug 
mistake. My life was ontwardly happy, inwardly mis- 
erable. Had it not been for the sorrows that were 
about to overtake roe, I should gradually have lost all 
mygood qualities, and allowed my e^nl ones to triumph 
through the continual play of passions, through the 
abuse of enjoyments which enervate the body, and by 
those detestable habita of selfishness which wear out, 
in the end, the springs of the soul. 

"I was ruining myself financially, — in this wise: 
'Whatever a man's fortune may be, be is sure to find in 
Paris some one of Bujierior fortune whom he makes an 
object of emulation and seeks to surpass. Like so many 
Other harebrained youths, I fell a victim to this ambition ; 
at the end of four years I was obliged to sell certain 
portions of my property and mortgage others. Tlien a 
terrible blow struck me down. It was nearly two years 
since I had seen the yming girl I had abandoned; but 
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at the rtite I was living, Tnisfortunca woalil doubtlesB 
have carried me h&vk to her. One eveniog, in the midst 
of a gay company, I received a not« written in a feeble 
band, which contained something like these words : - — 

" ' I have not long to live; my friend, I wish to ae* yon that 
I may know the fate of my child, whether he will he yours; 
and also to soften the regret you may one day feel for my 



"The letter horrified me; it revealed the secret suf- 
ferings of the past, while it opened the mysteries of the 
future. I went out on foot, not waiting for my carriage, 
and crossed the whole of Paris, driven by remorse, and 
grasped by the violence of my first feeling, — a fetl- 
ing which became lasting as soon as I saw my \'iclim. 
The neatness under which her poverty was hidden gave 
signs of the anguish of her life. She spared me what 
shame she conld, and spoke of her sufferings with a 
noble reserve after I Lad solemnly promised to adopt 
her child. She died, monsieur, — in spite of the care I 
lavished upon her, in spite of all the resources of science, 
which I vaiujy invoked. All my care, my too-late de- 
votion, only served to make her last raomeuts less bit- 
ter. She had toiled ceaselessly to maintain her child. 
The maternal sentiment bad supported her under pov- 
erty, but not against the keenest of her griefe, — my 
desei-tion. A hundred times she had thought of appeal- 
ing to me ; a hundred times her woman's pride an'csted 
her. She had wept — -but never cnraed me — as she 
thought that of all the gold I was pouring out in floods 
upon my caprices, not one drop was turned, by a pass- 
ing memoi'j-, to help tlie lives of mother and child is 
that poor home. 
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"A good priest of the Stiint-Sulpice, whose morcifiil 
1 restored her calm of mind, helped her at this 
, and she had come to dry her tears in the shadow 
of the altars where she sought for hope. Tiie anguish 
I had poured into her heart was ioaeDsibly appeased. 
One day she overheard her child repeat the words, ' My 
father ! ' — words tbat she had never taught him ; and in 

tthat moment she forgave me. But, through grief and 
.tears, through daily and niglitly toll, lier health gave 
■way. Religion, bringing its consolations and the cour- 
age to bear the woes of life, had come too late. She 
was attacked with heart-disease, caused by grief, by 
ihe expectant hope of my return, — a hope forever 
prising and forever crushed. At last, feeling that she 
■was near the end, she wrote me from her death-bed 
those few siiort words, free from reproaeh, inspii-cd by 
religion and also by lier belief in me. She knew, she 
said, I was more blind than wicked ; she e\en went so 
far as to hlamO herself for the woman's pride that car- 
ried her too far. ' If I had written earlier,' she said, 
' perhaps we might have had time to malce our child 
legitimate by jiiaiTiage.' 

" Mpnsienr, beside that bed where I learned to know 
the value of a devoted heart, I changed forever. I was 
at an age when the eyes still weep. During the last 
days of that precious life, my actions and my tears 
testified to the repentance of a man who was stricken 
to the heart I recognized too late that soul of quality 
which the frivolities of the world, the emptiness and 
selfishness of women of fashion bad taught mc to desire 
and prompted me to seek, Wcai^- of shams, weary of 
l9tening to lies, 1 had asked for love, the true love of 
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! to dream ; and 



it waa here, killed by me ; I could not keep it, though 
it still was mine. 

" Four jeare' ejcperience had revealed to me my true 
character. My temperament, the nature of my imag- 
iuation, my religious principles, dormant rather thnn 
destroyed, iny style of mind, my reserved and sensitive 
heart, — all these had been leading me for some time past 
to solve the troubles of my life in tlie enjoyments of the 
heart, and to spend the passions of my nature in the 
delights of family life, the truest of all delights. By 
dint of floundering in the void of existence without an 
object, of pursuing pleasures deruid of aU the senti- 
ments that ought to embellish them, the thought of a 
home life had lately roused my keenest emotions. 
Thus the change which now took place in my life and 
morals was lasting, though sudden. My southern na- 
ture, deteriorating under the influence of a life in Paris, 
woald assuredly not have led me to pity the fate of a 
deserted girl if some trifler had related it in a merry 
company, — in France, the horror of a crime disap- 
pears in the wit of a clever saying, — but in presence 
of this celestial creature, who was to me without re- 
proach, all sophistries were silenced: the coffin was 
there ; my child smiled at me, not knowing that 1 had 
killed its mothei-. She died ; she died happy in the 
knowledge that I loved her, and that in this new love 
nothing was due to pity, nor even to the de that now 
united ns so closely. Never shall I forget the last hours 
of that d.viug life, when, with love reconquered and her 
mother-heart at rest, her sorrows ceased. The plenty 
and the luxury with which she was surrounded, the joy 
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of her child, who eeemed more lovelj' in the pretty gar- 
ments of hia age, were to lior the pledges of a happy 
future for the little being in whom stie thought to live 



t'The vicar of Saint^Sulpice, a witoeBS to mj despalTja 
de it ail the deei>er by giving me no empty eonsolai-fl| 
tiona ; he laid the gravity of my obligations before me. 
But I did not need a spur; my couBdenee spoke londly 
enough. A woman had nobly trusted me ; I had lied to 
her in saying that I loved her, and then I had betrajed 
her, I had caused the sonxtwa and misfortunes of a 
poor girl who, having accepted the humiliations of the 
world for my sake, ought to have been sacred to me. 
She died forgiving me, foi^etting all her wrongs, for 
she rested on the promises of a man who had already 
broken his word to her. After giving me her girllah 
faith, Agathe found in her heart another faith to give 
the faith of a mother. Oh I monsieur, that child I 
her child I God alone knows what it was to me. The 
:ai' little being, like ita mother, was graceful in all its 
lovements, in its speech, in its ideas; but to me — 
re than a child. It was my pardon, my 
honor. I cherished it like a father, but I longed to 
love it as its mother would liave loved it ; I thought my 
remorse would cliange to joy if I could make it feci it 
had never lost its mothei''s breast. Thus I was bound 
to my son by every human tie, and every religious 
hope. I had in my heart all tlie tenderness that God 
given to mothers. The voice of the child made me.J 
rer ; 1 looked at him for hours as ho lay asleej), 
ever-springing joy ; often my tears fell on hia brow*! 
'taught him to come to me and say his prayers on atym 
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bed OS soon as he waked Ui the moming. What sweet 
emotions the pure and eimijle praj'er of our Lord uttered 
by tbe pure fresh Ups of the chilJ have given me, — 
but also, what ttnible anguish ! One morning, after 
Baying, ' Our Father, who art in ticaven,' ho slopped : 
'Why not "our mother?'" he asked mc. The words 
overpowered me. I adored my sou, but I had cast 
more than one fatal misfortune upon his life. Though 
the laws recognize the faults of ^uuth, and have in a 
measure protected them, by giving (with some unwill- 
ingness) a legal existence to natural eliildren, the world 
has added the support of insurmountable prejudices to 
the reluctance of the law. 

" From this period of my life, mooBieur, come the 
serious reflei^tious I have made on the basis of soci- 
eties, on their machinery, ou the duties of man, and 
the morality which ought to actuate every citizen. 
Genius apprehends at once the ties which bind the 
Boul of man to the destinies of society ; religion in- 
spires pure miuda with the principles necessar3' to hap- 
piness ; but repentance alone can imprint them on au 
ardent and impetuous imagination : repentance eniight- 
eued me. I lived for a child, and through that child I 
was led to meditate on great social questions. I re- 
solved to supply him in advance with every means of 
success, and thus pave a sure way for his future eleva- 
tion. I had him taught English, German, Italian, Span- 
ish, and surrounded him with persons of those countries 
whose business it was to make him acquire from in- 
fancy the pronunciation of each language. To my 
great joy, I found him a child of excellent disposition, 
and I made the most of it by instructing him wi 
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amused him. I eudeavorod to let not a eiaglc false idea 
get Ijito his mind; above all, I tiied to accustom Lim 
earl}' to uae bis iatelligeDce. I sougbt to give bioi the 
dear vision that generalizes with sure yet rapid g 
and the patience wbich coudesceuds to minute detailal 
and finally, I taught him liow to suffer and keep silence 
I never allowed an impure, nor even an unclcau, woi'd 
to be uttered in iiis hearing ; it was m^' first care that 
tlie men and the things about him should help to enno- 
ble him, to uplift his soul, to give him a love of truth, 
a horror of falsehood, and make him simple and natural 
in language, in actions, and in manners. The liveli-^ 
ness of his imagination made him eagerly seize all les- 
sons from the outside ; and the readiness of his mental 
faculties made other studies easy to him. What a 
charming plant he was to cultivate ! Ah ! what ha| 
ness is equal to a mother's 1 I understood now how 
mother had lived and borne her sorrows. 

" This, monsieur, was the great event of my life ; . 
now I come to the catastrophe which drove me to I 
district. I shall tell you the commonest of all historic 
id the simplest, yet to me it is terrible. 

After giving, for several years, all my thoughts and 
ire to the child of whom I sought to make a man, my 
ilitude began to fiigiiten me ; my son was growing _ 
up, ho would soon leave me. Love is the principle 
esislenee in my soul. I felt the need of affection, fl 
need ever disappointed, yet ever reviving and grow; 
stronger with age. I bad in me all the conditions for 
a true attachment. I had been tried ; I know the mean- 
ing of constancj', and tho happiness of turning a sacrifice 
ure ; the woman I loved must needs 
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In our Joint actions and in all my thonglits. I deligbted 
ii) Imoginiug a love tbat wLuuW reat-U tlie degree of cer- 
tainty when emotions so iiilerpenetiiite two beings that 
bappiiieas passes iuto the life, the look, the words, and 
is no longer an external agitation. Love is then to the 
Ufe what religion is to the soul ; it inspires it, sustaius 
and enlightens it. I interpreted conjugal love differently 
from other men ; I felt that its beauty, its glory, lay pre- 
cisely in those things which prove the ruin of many house- 
faulds. I keenly felt the moral grandeur of a doulile 
life so closely shared that the common acts of existence 
should aflbrd no obstacle to the permanence of feeling. 
'^' But where find hearts heating ao perfectly with 
iaocbronous movement (pai-don the scientifio term) that 
siicli celestial union could be brought about? If they 
exist, nature or chance throws them so far asunder that 
thej' cannot join ; or they know each other too late and 
are too soon separated by death. Such futality must 
have a meaning, but I have never searched for it. I 
suffer too much from my wounds to study them. Per- 
haps perfect happiness is a prodigy that our species 
cannot perpetuate. 

" My desire for a maiTiage of this kind had other 
motives. I was without friends. To me the world was 
a desert. There ia something about me which impedes 
tlie tender phenomenon of the union of souls. Persona 
have sought me out, but nothing haa ever kept them 
□ear me. no matter what advances I made towards 
them. With many men, I have silenced mj- sense of 
what the world calls superiority ; I walked at their 
pace, adopted their ideas, lauglicti with their laugh, 
and made the best ol' their faults of character. If 1 had 
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attained to fame I would have aoUl it to them for s 
little affection. These meo left mo without a regret. 
Snares and sufferings are all that Paris holds for hearts 
that seek true seutimeuts. Wliei'ever I turned in social 
life the earth crumbled under my feet. To flome per- 
sons my kindliness meant weakness ; yet if I showed 
the talons of a man conscious of the strcngtli to grasp 
authority, they thought mc wicked. To others, the hap- 
py laugh which ceases at twenty and which we are half- 
saliamed to indulge in later, was a source of ridicule ; 
I amused them. In these days the world is bored, yet 
it will have gravity in its most triUing intercourse. It 
, horrible epoch, which bows before the polished, 

»ld and commonplace man whom it hates, and yet 
[obeys. 1 discovered later the reason of these appar- 

mt iDconsistendes. Mediocrity, monsieur, is suSicient 
for the ordinary purposes of life ; it is the daily gaih 
bf society; all that emei'ges from the soft sliadow 

ist by commonplace people is too striking for the 

[ally uses of tUe world ; genius and originality are 
jewels which it locks away, and only wears on great 

[Kiasions. 

" And so, monsieur, solitary as I was in the midst 
of Paris, finding nothing to satisfy me in the world 
around me, which took my all and returned me nothing, 
unable to have enough of m}- child to fill ray soul be- 
cause I was a man and not a woman, — it came to pass 
that one day, when 1 felt my life growing chill and 1 
bent beneath the weight of my secret wretchedness, I 
met the woman who was to make me know love in all 
its violence, the honor of a love avowed, love, with its 
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" I had renewed my intimacy with Ihe old friend of 
my fatber who formerly looked after my intcresta. It 
was in his house that I met the young girl for whom I 
felt the love that waa to Inst as long as life itself. The 
older a man grows, monsieur, the more he recognizes 
the immenEC influence of ideas upon eventa. Certain 
esttmahle preludices, growing out of noble religious 
ideas, were the actual cause of my great misfortune. 
The young girl I speak of belonged to an extremely 
pious family, whose Catholic opinions oiiginated in the 
spirit of a sect improperly called Jauscniat, which was 
formerly the cause of much trouble in France, — you 
know why?" 

" No," said Gcnestas. 

'> Jansenius, bishop of Ypres, wrote a book supposed 
to contain teachings in conflict with tht>ee of the Holy 
See. Later, the actual text of the book was thought 
not to be heretical ; and some writers even went so far 
as to deny the existence of any such doctrines. This 
originally insignificant dispute gave birth to two parties 
in the Galilean church, — that of the Jansenista, and 
that of the Jesuits. There were great men on both sides. 
It was a struggle between two powerful bodies. The 
Jansenista accused the Jesuits of teaching a relaxed 
moralit}', and themselves affected an excessive purity 
of manners and principles ; they were, in France, a 
spocies of Catholic Puritan, if the terms can be allied. 
During tlie French Revolution, there grew up, as a 
result of the unimixirtant schism produced by the Con- 
cordat, a body of purer Catholics, who would not rect^- 
nize the bishops appointed bj- the revolutionary power 
and the transactions of the Pope. This faithful flock 
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formed what was called the ' little eliureh,' whose ehep- 
Ijei'ds taught, as did the Jansenists, the exemplary 
regularity of life and conduct wliich appears to be a 
law necessary to the existence of all proscribed and 
pereecuted sects. Several Jausenist families belonged 
to the ' little church.' The parents of this young girl 
were among those who embraced the two puritanisms ; 
l3Dth equal!}' stem, and giving to the character and 
countenance of their foOowers an imposing dignity; for 
it is the property of absolute doolriuea to ennoble eimpla -w 
actions by euntiecting them with the future Itfc. Froiu 
a sense of that life comes a splendid and winning purity! 
of heart, a respect for one's self and others, a delicate * 
sense of justice and injustice; also a vast charity, at 
the same time a strict eqaity, nay, an implacable one ; 
and a profound horror of every vice, above all for false- 
hood, which includes them all. J 

"I cannot recall any moments in my life more de4 
lightful than those during which, at the bouse of my oldl 
friend, I saw and admirci) for the first time this timid, 
true young girl, trained to obedience, in whom all the 
special virtues of that faith shone forth without pro- 
ducing in her any sign of pride. Her supple and slen- 
der figure lent . a grace to her movements that no 
austerity could hide; the outline of her face had the 
distinction and her features the delicacy of a young girl 
of noble blood ; her glance was gentle yet proud, her 
brow calm ; her head was crowned with abundant hair, 
simplj' braided, and yet it served, uuloiown to her, as an 
adornment. Captain, she was to mc the type of a per- 
fection which each man finds in the woman who inspires 
I blm with love. To love at all must he not see in her | 
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the quality of that lieniity which liie individunl nature 
dn-ama of, and prefigures? WLen I Bpoko to her, she 
answeied siiniitj', without alacrity nor yet fulse modesty, 
— auaware of the pletisiire which the harmony of her 
voice with her exterior beauty gave me. These augels 
all bear the same Bigne, by which the heart knows Ibeni ; 
the same aweetuess of ^'oice, the same tenderness in 
the eyes, the same purity of the skin, aud something 
jiretty in the gestures. Those gifts all harmonize and 
blendi and unite to charm although we are not able to 
seize the essence of their charm. A divine soul bivathca 
in every movement. I loved her passionately. This 
love awakened and then satisfied the feelings it aroused : 
ambition, fortune, all my di'eams were realized. Beau- 
tiful, noble, rich, and well brought up, she possessed 
mlvantuges which the world arbitrarily demands iu a 
woman placed in the high |>osition I desired to reach ; 
well educated, she was able to express her thoughts 
with the sparkling eloquence tliat is so rare and yet so 
common in France, where the pretty wonis of many 
women are mere emptiness, while hers bctra^'ed a wit 
that was full of sense. Above all, she had a deep sense 
of her own dignity that made others respect her; I 
know of no quality more beautiful in a wife — 

"I pause, captain; who can picture the woman he 
loves ! between her and tlie man who loves her mys- 
teries pre-exist which escape analysis. 

" I took my old friend into ray confidence ; he pre- 
sented me to the family, and gave me the support of 
his honorable character. Though 1 was I'eceiveil at first 
with the cold reserve peculiar to exclusive persons, who, 
however, never give up a friend tiiey once accept, later on 
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Tcame to be more familiarly wekomed. No doubt I owedfl 
thia evidence of regard to the cooduct I pursued uiider9 
these ctreumstances, NotwithstaDdiug tuy passion, l4 
did nothing to lower myself io my own eyes ; I showed 
no servile desire to please ; I did not tiutter those on 
whom my fate depeiidetl. I showed mjself for what I 
was, — and, above all, a man. After my cUameter be- ■ 
came known, my old fi-iend, as anxious us I was myselfa 
to put an end to my sad celibat-y, 6|>oke to the father of J 
my wishes; they were favorably received, tboiigh still J 
with the cautious reserve that people of the world seldoni fl 
lay aside. Fi'om a desire to help me to a ' good mar- I 
riitge/ — an expression which turns a solemn act into a ' 
commercial cnterpiisc, where each side seeks to deceive 
the other, — the old man kept silence on what be called 
the errar of my youth, lie feared that the existence of 
my eliild might rouse moral objections in comparison j 
with which all questions of fortune were as nothing, and I 
BO lead to a rupture of the mairiage. He was right. I 
' It is,* he said to me, ' a matter which can very well tie ■ 
settled between you and your wife, from whom you will I 
easily obtain absolution.' To silence my scruples, be I 
employed all the specious arguments wliieh the oixli- ■ 
nary wisdom of the worhl suggests. I must declare, I 
monsieur, that my own feelings prompted me to lay the j 
whole matter loyally before the bead of the family ; but 
the indexibility of his character led me to pause and 
reUect, and the possible consequences of my avowal 
alarmed me. I basely compromised with my conscience ; J 
I resolved to wait, and win from my future wife such I 
decided proofs of affection that my happiness could not 1 
Pbe jeopardized by the confession. The resolution to 
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avow kU at A favorable moment eeciued to Justify the 
supliislrii-s of tlie world and of my old fl-iend. 

" I was now received by tbe poi'eDts of the yoting 
girl on tbe footing of a future husband, tbougU with- 
out the knowledge of the IViends of the family. The 
distiaetivo churaeteristic of these pious families is un- 
limited reserve; they keep sileuce about cvcrytblug, 
even matters that are of do consequence. You would 
hardly believe, monsieur, how much this gentle gi-avily, 
mingling with every aution, adds depth to the cliarau- 
ter of their feelings. Among such famihes all occupa- 
lioDB SLra useful ; the women employ their leisure in 
making clothes for the poor ; the talk is never frivolons ; 
laughter, indeed, is not banished, but the jests are sim- 
ple and without acrimony. At fli-st, the conversation, 
stnpi>ed of the piquancy which gossip and scandalous 
tales give to the conversations of the woi'ld, seemed 
Btiwige to me. The father and uucle read the news- 
papers, but my future wife had never cost her eyes 
upon those pages which all, eveu the most haimless, 
tell of the crimes and vices of the community. Later, 
however, my soul received from that pure atmosphere 
the same impression which our eyes I'eceive from neu- 
tral tints, — a soft repose, a soothing quietude. The 
life was outwai'dly one of frightful monotony. The m- 
terior aspect of the house bad a chilling influence ; every 
morning I saw the furniture, even the pieces that were 
iu daily use, ranged exactly in their proper places, and 
the smallest articles iu scrupulous order. 

" And yet, this manner of life won upon me. After 
conquering ihe first repuguauce of a man accustomed 
to the pleasures of variety iu the luxiu-y and stir of 



2%e Coxintrji Doctor. 



247 



Pflriaian lire, I perceived the advantages of such an 
esiatence. It develops ideas to tlieir fullest extent, 
and stimulates involuntary meditation : the heart rules, 
nothing distracts it, it comes finally to the perception of 
something, I know not what, as limitless aa the ocean. 
Id Bueh a life, as in a cloister, where the same things are 
ever and ever recurring, thoughts detach themselves 
from things, and return, unshackled, to the infinitude of 
feelings. To a man as sincerely in love as I was, the 
silence, the simplicity of life, the almost monastic repe- 
tition of the same acts performed at the same hours, ait 
gave greater force to love. In such deep calm, the 
slightest motion, a word, a gesture, became of enormona 
interest. Nothing being forced or conventional in the 
expression of feelings, a smile, a glance gave, to those 
whose heai-ts were one, inexhaustiljlo methods of ex- 
pressing themselves. I began to understand that lan- 
guage, with all its magnifioeut possibilities, has nothing 
so varied or bo eloqnent as the commnnion of glances 
and the harmony of smiles. Many a time did 1 send my 
sou] to ray lips or to my eyes, and tell the ardor of my 
love in speechless utterance to the young girl who sat 
beside me, — always tranquil, and ignorant of the secret 
meaning of my presence ; for her parents wished to leave 
her free to choose in the most important act of her life. 
But no sooner does a tnie passion enter into us than 
the mere presence of the woman we love satisfies our 
most violent desires. When admitted to her presence 
our happiness ia like that of a Christian in commimion 
with God. To see her, is it not to adore her? If for 
me, more tlian for any other, it was torture to be denied 
^e right to utter the transports of my heart, if I was 
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forced to bary Id its doptha those burning words whicA 
fail to tender the more burning emotions they endeavor 
to express, yet this constraint, by imprisoning my pas- 
sion, maile it nieli fortii more vehemently in little tbin^ 
and the trifling circa mstaucea of our common life grew 
to have an excessive value. To admire her for honra 
togetber; to wait for an answer and listen with delight 
to the modulations of her voice, that I might find wilhin 
them the secret of her thoughts ; to watch the trenililiug 
of her fingers aa I gave her some object for wliit-U slie 
searched ; to find pretexts to lightly touch her dress, her 
hair, or take her band, or make her speak more than 
she wished to speak, — all these nothings were great 
events to me. During snch hours of ecstasy, the eyes, 
the gestures, the voice convey to the soul mj'sterious 
proofs of love. Such was my language, — the only 
utterance which the virginal reserve of this youug givl 
permitted. For her manners never changed ; she was 
with me as a sister wltb a brother; only, as my passion 
grew, the contrast between mj' words and hers, between 
her looks and mine, became more striking, and I ended 
by divining that her timid silence was tlie only means 
by which she was able to express her feelings. Was 
she not always in ttio eaion when 1 came? did she 
not stay there till my visit, perhaps expected and de- 
sired, was over? such silent tribute, did it not reveal 
the secret of her innocent soul? surely, she listened 
to my words with a pleasure she knew not how to 
hide. 

" This reserve in our manners, and the repression of 
our love, at Inst put the parents out of patience. Seeing 
Uiat I was nearly as timid aa their daughter, they judged 
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favorably of my character, and thought me worthy of 
tlieir esteem. The father and mother spoke to my o\d 
fi-ieud, and said many flatteriof things ; they called mo 
their adopted son, and praised more especially my moral 
principles. It is quite true that I had renewed my 
youth. In that pure and religious circle tbe man of 
thirty-two became once more the youth fnll of beliefa. 
Summer was nearly over ; the business which had kept 
the family in Paris, contrarj' to their habits, was fin- 
ished, and in 'the month of September they were to 
leave for a country-aeat in Auvergne, where the father 
invited me to spend two months in an old chateau nest- 
ling among tbe mountains of the Cantai. When this 
corilial invitation was given, I made no immediate an- 
swer. My hesitation brought me the sweetest, most 
delightful involuntary expression by which a modest 
young girl ever betrayed the secrets of her heart. Eve- 
lina — oh, God!" exclaimed Benassis, who became 
silent and thoughtful 

" Foi^ve me, Captain Bluteau," he resumed, after a 
a long pause. "For tlie first time in twelve j'cars I 
have uttered a name that hovers ever in my thoughts 
— that a voice cries to me when I sleep. Evelina, 
then, since I have named her, raised her head with a 
movement whose rapidity contrasted strongly with the 
innate quietness of nil her movements. She looked at 
me without pride, but with a sort of pained anxiety ; 
then she blushed, and lowered her ej-ea. The very 
slowness with which the lids were di-opped gave me a 
pjeasm'c I know not how to express, a pleasure hitherto 
unknown to me. I could only answer in a broken voice, 

3 emotions of my heart spoke straight to hers, and 
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she thnnked me with a look that was sort and almost 
tearfVil. We had told each other all. 

" I went with the family to their countrj'-place, Fram 
the day when oar hearts uiidevstood each other, all 
things about us wore a new aspect ; nothing now was 
without a meaning. Though true love is ever the same, 
it takes the form of our itieas, and m always like and 
unlike to itself in each being; for in each the passion 
is a unique growth, expressing individual sympathies. 
The poet and the philoso[iher alone know the depth of 
meaning in a definition ot love now grown common- 
place, namely, the egotism of a donhle self. We love 
ourselves in that other. Bnt if the expression of love is 
BO diverse that each pair of lovers have not their hke 
tliroughout the centuries, love nevertheless follows a 
law in its ways of utterance. All young girls, even the 
most chaste, use the same langunge, and differ only in 
the grace of their ideas. But there was this exception 
in the case of Evelina: to any other young girl the 
innocent betrayal of her emotions would have seemetl 
natural ; to her it was a concession made to tumultuous 
feelings, which overcame the habitual calm of her relig- 
ious youth ; eaoh furtire glance was violently anaU-hed 
from her by love. This constant sti'uggle between her 
heart and her principles gave to the slightest action of 
her life, so tranquil on the surface yet so deeply stirred 
within, a steadfast character, greatly superior to the ex- 
aggerations of most young girls whose manners soon 
take the tone of the society about them. 

" During the journey, Kvelina observed the heauUes 
of nature and talked of them with enthusiasm. W hMt 
we are forbidden to express the joy the presence o 



The Country Doctor. 



251 

beloved gives ua we pour tbe feelings tliat oi-erflow our 
hearts upon external objeuts ; and tboae our hidrlen 
feelicgs glorify. The poetry of tlie landscape wbicli 
flitted past our eyes was, for oacli of lis, an interpreter 
fully understood ; tlie praises tbat we gave it contained, 
to otir own souls, tlie secrets of our love, Evelina's 
Diotber amiiaed herself, every noiv and then, with a few 
feminine aaltiea at ber daughter's expense. ' You 
have travelled through this valley twenty times, my 
dear child, without seeming to admire it,' she said, 
f after some speech of Evelina's that seemed to her too 
^^arm. 'Mother, I was not then old enough to under- 
stand Ihia sort of beauty.' P'orgive me for relating 
this trifle, which can have no charm for you, captain ; 
to me the simple answer brought untold happiness, 
welling up in the glance she gave me. So, each village 
lighted by the rising sun, each ivj'-covered ruin that we 
looked at together, served to imprint more deeply on 
our souls, by the memory of a material thing, the ten- 
der emotions in whicli, for us, our future lay. 

" We reached tbe chateau, where I stayed about forty 

days. That short period, monsieur, is the onlj- time 

Kof complete happiness which heaven has granted me. 

I>l taste^l joys nnkiiown to the dwelloi-a in a city. I felt 

f' the pleasure two lovers feel in living under the same 

roof; marrj-ing each other, as it were, before marriage, 

walking together along the fieids, able to be at times 

alone, sitting beneath a tree in the depths of some 

-lovely valley, looking at tlie buililinga oF an old mill, 

■Wiatchiog some half-given coufiilence from the tender 

fdks that lead us a little more, and more, into each 

B hearts. Ah ! monsieur, life in the open air, the 
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beaaties of heaven and eartb, barmonizc so well willi 

the delights aiul tho perfections of Ihe soul 1 To smile 
npon each other aa we contemplflte the skies, to mingle 
quiet speech witli the song of birds beneath the dewy 
foliage, to loiter homeward witli relnctaut step, listen- 
ing to the belis that eummon ns all too soon ; to admire 
together some glimpse of scenery, follow the capricioiia 
flight of insects, or wati-h the goldec-fly, that fragile 
creation allied to pure and loving girlhood, — is not this 
to be daily drawn a little nearer towai'ds heaven ? To 
lue, those forty days hold memories that color oil my 
life, — memories the more beautiful and infinite, because 
never again was I to meet with comprehension. To-day 
many a scene, Bim[ile apparently, though ftill of bitter 
meaning for a wouiideti heart, recalls the vanish^ yet 
unfoi-gotlcn love. Do you remember the sunset light on 
the cottage of little Jac(tuca, — how at one moment the 
sunbeams glorihcd all nature, and then, suddenly, the 
scene grew dark nnd gloomj ? Those aspects, so widely 
different, showed me a faithful picture of this period of 
my life. Monsieur, I retened fi-om Evelina tbe first, the 
sole, sublime proof of love that an innocent girl is al- 
lowed to give, — all the dearer because it is given fnr- 
tivel}' ; precious promiseof love, tbe echo of thelangnage 
spoken in a better world. Sure, then, of being loved, I 
swore in my thoughta to tell her all. to keep no secret 
from her. I felt ashamed that I had delayed so long to 
speak to her of the troubles I Jiad brought upon myself. 
-~" Unfortunately, on the morrow of that happy day, I 
receired a letter from my son's tutor, which made me 
tremble for the life so dear to me. I left, without con- 
fiding my secret to Kvelina, and without giving her 
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parents any other reason tlian important business. My 
departnre alarmed tfiem. Fearing that 1 had Boine 
entanglement of the heart, they wrote to Paris to in- 
qaire iuto my eondact Inconsistently with their relig- 
ious principles, they distrusted me without giving me ft 
chance to meet their suspicions. One of their friends 
informed them, without my knowledge, of the events of 
my youth, exaggei-ated my errors, and dwelt on the 
existence of my child, which I had, tliey said, intention- 
ally concealed. When, soon after, I wrote to my in- 
tended fkther-in-law, I received no answer. The family 
returned to Paris ; 1 called at the iiouse and was not 
admitted. Much alarmed, I sent my old fiicnd to in- 
quire the motives of a conduct 1 could not understand. 
■ When he learned them, the good old man nolily took 
the whole blame of my sileuue upon liimaelf, tried to 
defend me, but did no good. Motives of interest and 
morality were too powerful in the family, their preju- 
dices too fixed; it was impossible to change their 
resolution. 

" My despair knew no bounds. At first I tried to 
quell the storm ; but my letters were sent baek to me 
unopened. When all human means were exhausted, 
when the father and mother had t^)ld my old friend, who 
was in truth the real cause of my misfortune, that Ihey 
would forever refuse their daughter to a man who liu,d 
upon his conadence the death of a woman and the life 
of a natural son, even if Evelina implored them on lier 
knees — then, monsieur, there remained to me but one 
last ray of hope, feeble as the willow twig to whieh 
some unhappy wretch clings when drowning. I daretl 
D hope that Evelina's love would be stronger tlian the 
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reaoliilion of her parents. Her fSitlier migbt bave con- 
ct-'sW from her his motiTes for tlius killing our love ; I 
wished her to decide nij- fate on a knowledge of the facts. 
I wrote to her. Alas ! monsieur, it was in tears and 
sori'ow, and not without mnny hesitatioas, that I wrote 
tlie onl}- love-letter of my lile, I Lave but a vague 
remeiubruoce of the words dcepair dictated to me; 
doubtless I told my Evelina that if she were aincei'e and 
true she could not, she ought not to love any man but 
me : otherwise her life would be a falsehood ; she would 
be false to her future husband or to me. I asked her, 
was it not a betrayal of all the womauly virtues to deny 
to a lust lover the faithfulness she would have given 
him had the marriage, already celebrated in our hearts, 
taken [ilaee? what womau would not think it dearer to 
be bound by the promines of the heart than by the 
chains of law? I defended my errors, at>pcaling to the 
pui'ity of innocence, forgetting nothing that could, as I 
thought, soften a noble and generous heart. As I have 
told 3'ou all, I will show you her answer, and my final 
reply," 

Benassis rose, and went to his own room. He soon 
returned, holding in his hand a well-worn portfolio, 
from which he took, not without strong emotion, a few 
papers carelessly foldud, which trembled in Lis hand. 

" Here is the fatal letter," he said. " The child who 
wrote the words did not know what value the very pa- 
per tliat contained her tlioiights would have for me. 
Here," be added, showing another letter, " is the last 
crj' that my anguish drew from me ; you shall judge of 
it presently. My old friend carried my supplication, 
delivered it secretly, and Luiuilialed Lis gray hairs by 
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imploring Evelina to read it and to an 
is what ahe wrote to me ; — 

"'MONSIEOR, — ' 

" To rae who was her 'loved one,' the chaste nam 
she had found to express a chaste love — she called n 
monsieur! That one word told all. But listen to t 
letter: — 

" ' It is cruel for a, young girl to diswjver the duplicity o4 
ft man to whom her life was to have been confided; 
tlieleas, I ought to forgive you, for we all are weak. Your leK 
tei- has touched me; but do not write again; I cannot 1: 
the pain it causes me, We are partfid forever. The esoases 
you offer have affL-cted lae; they have aliBed the feeling that 
hud risen in my heart agaiuBt you, — I loved so nmoh to 
think you pure I But you anil I are too feeble against my 
fatlier's will. Yes. monsieur, I have dared to speak in your 
behalf. To beseech my parents I have risen above the great- 
CRt fear I ever felt, I have even cast aside the habite of 
my life. And now I yield to your prayers; I am guilty of 
doing wrong in answering you without my father's knowl- 
edge; but my mother knows of it; her indulgence, leaving 
me frte to be thi^ one lost moment with you, proves to me 
liow much Hiie loves me, and HtreugLlieiis me in luy obedience 
to tlie wishes of ray family — wliich I was very near to dis- 
^ regarding. 

' 'Monsieur, I write to you for the first and last time. Tfoi> 

a you, without reserve, for the sorrows you have brought 

n my life. Yes, you are right; a fii'st lave eaii never be 

eSaced. I am no longer a pure young girl ; I could never be 

a chaste wife, I know not therefore what may l>e my destiny. 

blonaiear, the year that you have filled will echo tliraugh my 

lite; but I wiU not blame yon. I shiill be ever loved^you 

^Knj — Wliy Uo you tell me so? Can those words calm the 
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troubled sou) of a poor solitary girl? Ilave jon not wrecked 

my fxiliire lite, ami given me meraories that must forever 
cling to me? If, now, I can only ^'va myself to Jesus, will 
If accept a, bWdiiig heart? But he does not send afflictions 
without a pui-poso; they have a meaning; be meant to call 
tnn tn lilmself — to him, my only refuge. Monaieur, there is 
nothing left for me in life. You can cheat your grief with 
the natural ambiUous of men; this is not meant as a re- 
proacli. but rather as a sort of consolation. I think that if 
we botli beai' to-day a heavy burden, my share is the heaviest. 
He in whom 1 put my trust, and of whom you can feel no 
Jealousy, he has joined our lives together, and he puts them 
asunder according to his will. I have seen that your relig- 
ions beliefs were not baaed upon the pure and living faith 
tliat alone can help us to endure onr earthly woes. Mon- 
sieur, if God deigns to hear the entreaties of my fervent 
ceaseless piayer, he will grant you the illuminations of his 
spirit. 

"■Farewell, you who should have been my guide; yoo, 
whom I called my loved one without shame; you, for whom 1 
still can pray without dislionor. God orders our lives ac- 
cording to his will; he may call you to himself before me : 
if I am left alone in tlie world, then, monsieur, confide to me 
your child.' 

" This letter, full of generous sentimentB, disappointed 
my hopes," I'esnmed Benasaia. " At first 1 ix)uld think 
only of ni3' sorraw ; later, I welcomed the balm she had 
tried to pour into mj wounds, forgetting herself. But in 
the lirst moments of my despair I wrote to her some- 
what haratly. 

" ' Madkmoisri.lb, — That word alrnie will tell yon that 
I resign you and obey yon. A man still finds some sweet- 
m.'ss, lenible thouEli it be, in obeying the woman he loves — 
even when she bidi) him leave her. You aie right; I stand 
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CondeniDed in my own eyes. Once, 1 ca,»t away the deTolion 
of a young girl: it is fitting tliat my love slioiild now be 
rejected. But I little ttiauglit that the only woman to whom 
I hiive made gift of my soul should lie the iuHtmmeiit of thiB ■ 
vengeance. I could not huve suspected such harsbiit 
Lap.'* I ought to say such virtue, iti a beart wliich seemed t 
me 90 tender and so loving. At this momeut the full streiigtlQ 
uf uy love is revealed t« me; it survives tiie bitterest of alg 
griefs, — tlie coutempt you sliow for me in breakiug, nithov 
regret, the ties that bound ua. 

" ' Farewell forever. I keep the humble pride of repent- 
ance; and I will seek away to expiate the errors forwtiich you, 
my mediator in heaven, are without pity. God may be lexa 
cruel. My sufferings — sufferings filled with you — 
punishment of a wounded heart tiiat will henceforth bl«« 
iu solitude. Yes, for wounded hearts, silence and shtide. NqJ 
other image of love call enter my heart. Though I a 
a woman, I felt, as you feel, that when I said, ■■ 1 love thee 
it was a vow for life. Yes, tliose words, whispered iu my 
beloved's ear, were not a lie. If I could change, your cou- 
tempt would be justified: I cannot ; you will remain the idol 
of my solitary life. Repentance atid love are virtues that 
should iospire nil other virtues; and to. despite the gulf that 
parte us, you will still be the principle of my actions. Though 
you bave filled my heart with bittemei^s, uu bitter thoughts ' 
of you are in it: what begimiiiig of better tilings would that I 
be which did not purify my soul of the leaven of anger? 

"'Farewell, then, only heart that I have Inved in Uiia 1 
woriil, and from which 1 am diiven. Was ever farewell tarn 
tender or so full of feeling? bears it not away a soul, ftl 
life, that no power on earth cau resuscitate? 
' Adieu— to you, peaoa; to me. suffering.' " 

GeDGstas and BetiadBis looked at each other for afl 
■oment, each in the grasp of tiioughts that can nevsM 
e communicated. 
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"After sending this last letter, the rongti copy of 
wliifb was, SB you see, preserved, and is to me the 
representative of all my joys, now withered," said Be- 
iiassis, "] fell into a state of unutterable depression. 
The earthly ties that hold a man to life were bound 
together in this one hope, and it was lost. I had to 
liid farewell to tlie delights of weilded love, to let die 
tile generous feelings that were building in the depths 
of my heart The prayei-s of a repentant soul, thirstiug 
for good, for beauty, virtue, uprightness, were repulsed 
by pei'sons who were truly religious. Monsieur, at first 
my njind was tossed about by frantic resolutions, hnc 
the sight of my son controlled thera. My attaehment 
to him increased thi'ough the misfortunes of which he 
was the innocent cause, and for which I alone was to 
blame. ITe beeame my consolation. At tbirt3'-four 
yeais of age I could still hope to be nobly useful to my 
country : I resolved to make myself a distinguished 
muu, and wipe out by fame or by the splendor of power 
the stain on my son's birth. How inauy noble emotions 
I owe to him ; and how living a life he made me live 
during the ilajs when I worked for his future! — I 
stifle I" cried Benassis, in a choking voice. " Even at 
the end of eleven years, I cannot dwell upon that fatal 
period. That cliild, monsieur — I lost him I " 

The doctor was silent, and hid bis face in hia hands, 
letting them fall when he recovered calmness. Genes- 
tas saw, not without emotion, the tears that bathed his 
e_veB. 

"Monsieur, this thunderbolt uprooted me," con- 
tinued Benassia ; " I did not recover a sane moral sensQ 
until I hail tranaplaiitcd myself into another soil iban 
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that of eocial life. It was not until later that I saw the 

hand of God in my misfortunes ; wlieo I ".UlI, I resigned 

myself and listened to his voice. My resignation could 

not be speedy ; my liighcr nature had to be awakened. 

I silent the last fires of my Datural impetuosity in that 

final struggle ; I hesitated long before I chose the only 

lurse it was Siting for a Catholic to take. At first, I 

hed to kill myself. These events developed an ex- 

melaooholy in my mind, and 1 coldly resolved 

this aet of despair, I considered it nllowalite to quit 

fe, since life itself quitted us. Suicide seemed to be 

natural act. Sorrows, I thought, produce the same 

iges upon the soul of man that extreme sufferings' 

luce upon his body ; surely, the intelhgent bcinj 

n'ing under a moral molad)' has the right to 

imself, OS a laD3b, giddy with the staggers, breaks its 

id against a tree. Are the ills of the soul easier to 

ire than those of the body? 1 doubt it. I know not 

hieh is the greater cowai-d, the man who is always 

Loping, or he who no longer hopes. Suicide seemed to 

me the last stage of a moral malady, just as natural 

death is the last stage of a physical maladj' : but since 

the moral life is placed under the conti'ol of the human 

will, its cessation ought surely to be in aeeordanee with 

the action of the mind. It is the thought that kills, 

it the pistol. Moreover, does not the fact that mere 

ice can strike us down iu tlie happiest moment of 

lives, absolve a man who declines to live any lunger 

a wretched life? 

"And yet, monsieur, these meditations, which filled: 
my mind in those first days of mourning, lifted 

;her considei'ations. For a time, 1 shared the nobl^ 
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Micfs or pagan antiquity, — always, however, demand- 
ing from tlifin l»ctl*r righls for man, 1 Iwlieved I could, 
by the light of modem torches, dig deeper than the an- 
cients had dng into qneationa formerly' reduced to svb- 
tems. Epicurus peiiiilttcd suicide. Was it not the 
natural outcome of his philosophy ? He required, at any 
price, tlic gratilli^tioD of his senses ; that enjojincut 
foiling liim. It was natural and pcnnissihle, he thought, 
for the animate being to return to the repose of inaui- 
tiiat« natuiv. The sole end of man being happiness 
and the hope of happiness, death became a good to one 
who suffered and suffered hopelesslj-, and to take it 
volimtarily was a final act of wisdom. That act, how- 
ever, he neither pmsed nor blamed ; he merely said, 
pouring a libation to BaccliUH, 'Death is no cause 
for laughter, nor for tears,' 

" Zeuo, and the other Stoics, though of a higher mo- 
rality and more imbued witli the doctrine of duty than 
the Epicureans, recommended suicide in certain oases. 
They reasoned thus ; Man differs from the brutes in 
that he Is the sovereign master of his own person. 
Take away from him the right of life and death over 
himself, and you make him the slave of men and of 
events. This right of life and death, well understood, 
is the effective counterpoise of natui'al and social evils : 
this individual right, if made over by man to his fellows 
■ begela tyranny. Man's power cannot exist unless he 
has an unlimited freedom of action. Has he to escape 
the shameful consequences of an irremediable wrong- 
doing? the common man swallows the shame and lives 
on ; the wise man drinks the hemlock and dies. Has 
he to endure for the rest of his life the gout which bums 
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boDGs, or a cancer whicli eats up bis face? the wise 

,11 sees tbat the oioment. bus come ; be eenda atray 

le quacks, and eays a last farewell to fi-ieada wbose 

Id otlierwise saddeu by his existence. Or it 

ly be that he falls under the power of a tyraot wbom 

combated with weapons in his hand — what shall 

he do? The oath of allegiance is offered ; be must talcc 

it, or lose bis head : the I'ool lays bis neck on the block, 

nward takes the oath, the wise man strikes to bis 

heart a last blow for liberty, ' Free men,' cries the 

;, ' learn to keep yourselves free ! — free from your 

riaiona, by aacrifldug them to duty ; five from your 
ellows, by the poison or tlie dagger wbieh puts you be- 
yond their reach ; free of fate, by drawing the line 
beyond which it can have no grip upon you; fi'ee of 
prejudices, by never eonfouuding them with duties; 
free of &U animal apprehensions, by knowing how to 

'mount the grosser instincts which chain down the 
1 of so manj' nnfoi-tu nates.' 
After clearing these argnmoota fmm the philo*J 

>bic tangle of the ancients, I believed I bad found »1 

iriaiian sanction for them tinder the laws of fi'ee-will, 
which God has given to men to enable him to judge 
them at his tribunal in the last day ; I said to mjsclf, 
' I will answer for my deed there.' But, monsieur, 
these very reasonings forced me to think of the mori-owJ 
of death ; and soon I found myself face to face with my J 
early beliefs. 

" The whole of human lite becomes of grave importance 
if eternity benra its weight upon our lightest resolutions. 
When the thouglit of the future life acts with all its 
force upon the soul of man, and makes him feel witbii 
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himsctf Bometbing unspeakably vast that puts him in 
coutact with Iho inlluiW, all things change strangely. 
From em:h a jwint of view life is very grand and very 
petty. The aenee of my own errors had never led me 
tu think ol' heaven no long aB I could find comfort for 
ioiTows on earth. To love, to consecrate myself 
to the happiness of one woman, to be the head of a 
family, — that surely was a noble way of expiating tbt 
eiTors which stimg my soul. When that way came to 
nought, EtiU there was expiation in couseci-ating my 
life to that of my child. But when, after these efforts 
of my Boul, disdain and death wrapped me in eternal 
mourning, when all my feelings were wounded and I 
could see nothing lelt to me here below, — then Iriused 
my eyes to heaven, and I saw God. 

" However, I still tried to make religion an accomplice 
in my death. I re-read the Gospels, and found no test 
in which snieide was forbidden ; but that reading filled 
mo, penetrated me with the divine thought of the Saviour 
en. Clertuiuty he lias said nothing of immortality, 
but he has lold ua of his Father's mansions. He has 
nowhere forbidden parricide, but he condemns all evil. 
The glory of liis apostles, and the proof of tlieir mis- 
sion, is less that they gave laws than that tliey spread 
throughout the earth the new spirit of tlie now law. 
The courage that a man displays in killing himself now 
seemed to me bis own condemnatioiL If he has the 
strength to die, be ought to have the strength to strug- 
to refuse to suffer is weakness, not strength, 
eover, to quit tliis life from disappointment — is 
nut tliat to abjure the Cliristian faith wliieh Jesus has 
inchorcd on these sublime words ; ' Blessed arc they 
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■who mourn? ' Suicide no longer eeemcd to me permia~I 
Bible iu anj* crisis of liuman life ; out even to a man wliOi.f 
through a false conception of the grandeur of the spirit, 
kills himself a moment before the executioner lets fall 
the ase. Jesna Chi'iat, in suffei'iiig himself to be cruci- 
fied, taught lis to obey all human laws, no matter how 
unjustly applicil. The woi-d REsinNATiON graven on liis 
cross, intelligible to those who have the eyes to read the 
sacred writing, appeared to me in all its divine cleai-nesB. 
'I still possessed about eighty thousand francs; at 
I wished to go far from men, to wear out my life 
the depths of somo solitary region ; but misanthropy, 
form of vanity hidden under the quills of a hedgehog, 
is not a Catholic virtue. The heart of a misanthropist 
never bleeds, it contracts; and mine bled from every 
Thinking over the laws of the Church and the 
lip she oSers to the afflicted, I came to understand! 
value of prayer in solitude, and I determined tol 
'enter religion' — to use tJie beautiful espreaaion of I 

forefathers. Though fimily resolved on this, 
tverthelesB reserved the light of esauiiuing tlie ways 1 
wliich I conld attain that eud. After turning the 
remains of my estate into money, I left Paris tranquilly. 
The peace of God was a hope tliat could not fail me. 
Attracted from the first by the rule of Saint Bruu 
made my way on foot to the Grande Chartreuse, full of ■ 
earnest thoughts. That day was a solemn one for me. , 
I was not prepared for the magnificent scenery which 1 
opens along the road which leads fi'om Grenoble throughi i 
this valley, where superhuman power is visible at every I 
step, Tliose beetling rocks, those precipices, lliose tor- I 
ints that make their voices lieard amid Ibe silence, that { 
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Bolitiide hemmed in bf mouDtama and yet limitless, tliaf 
sanctnarj- to iviiit-h man's barren wonder alone can pcne- 
trnW, tliat wildumess of hoiror, softened by nature's 
liU'luiesqnc creations, those primeval pine tiees and 
those plants of a day — aneh tilings in themselves were 

lougb to make me serious. It would be difficult to 
laugh in traveising tbe desert of Saint Bruno; thtre, 
bU melancholy aentimente pvevnili I saw the Grande 
Chartreuse; I walked beneath those anuient, silent 
aivhes ; I heard tbe water of tlie spring falling, drop by 
drop, Ih'Iow the cloisters. I entered a eel! tliat I might 
take the measure of my own uothingnesa ; I breathed 
the peace profoimd my predecessor iiad known there, 
and I read with tender emotion the words lie Iiad wi-ittcn 
above his door, following the customs uf a monasteiy i 
all tbe precepts of the life I sought to live were in tliose 
three Latin words, — Fuge, lute, tare." 

Genestas Imwcd his head as if he understood them. 

" r made ray decision," continued Benassis. " 1 his 
cell, pant^ilefl in pine, this hard bed, this loneliness, 
met the wants of my eoul. The Brethren were in the 
chape) ; I went to pray among them. There my reso- 
lution vanished. Monsieur, I will not judge tlie Cath- 
olie chni'ch; I am strongly orthodox, I believe in its 
works and in its laws. But as I listened to the chanted 
prajers of those old men, nameless to the world and 
dead to the world, I perceived, even in the depths of 
cloister, a species of sublime selfishness. Siith 
retreat from life can profit none but the man himself; 
a slow suicide. I do not condemn it, monsieur. 
If the Church has opened such tombs, they are doubtlesft 
necessary to some Christians who are useless to \ 
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world. I believed that I should do hotter by mak- 
ing my repentODce iiBetul to the lives of others. Ou 
my journey back fi'otn the moDaatery, I thought over 

le ways in whiL'h I might put in practice that foi-m of 
nation. I imagined the life of a common sailor, 

id condemned myself in thought to serve my country 
in the lowest rank, renoniiciug all intellectual ftinctions. 
But, although it was a life of toil and devotion, it I 
seemed to me of too little use. Should I not frusti'ate 
God's intentions? If he had given me powers of mind, 
was it not my duty to use them for the goo<l of othera? 
Moreover, — if I may apeak quite frankly, — I felt witliin 
my soul a need of expansion which mere mecUanical 
obligations would have galled. In a sailor's life I could 
see no nourishment for the loving-kindness which re- 
sults ^rotn ray organization, just as each flower exlialM 
its own especial perfume. 

" I was, as 1 have already told you, obliged to paaj 
the niglit in this bamlet. During that iiiglit I belic\'cd'' 
I heard the voice of God in the compassion to which 
the state of this poor valley moved me. I had tasted 
the agonizing joys of motherhood ; I resolved to gi>'e 
myself wholly up to them, to satisfy the maternal in- 
stinct in n wider sphere than that of a motlier, by 
becoming a sister of mercy to tlie whole region, and^ 
continually healing the wounds of the poor. I t 
finger of God marking ont my destiuy when I remem^ 

:red that the first serious thought of my youth bad letf 

to the study of medicine, and I resolved to p 

profession here. Moi-eover, for wounded heart. 

iiee and shade: I had said this in my letter; thai 

rhich 1 had promised tuj'adf to do, I would carry outfl 
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t entered the patli of silence and Ksignatiin. 
The Pnge, late, tace, of tlie Carthiismn b ni.v motto in 
this place; my work is an active prajer; my moral 
suicide is the life of my district, over wbich I love to 
80W with outBtrotched liand llie Becda of liappinesa and 
joy, — giving that I Lave uot. 

• ' The habit of living among the pcaaantrt', my com- 
plete separation from the world, have greatlj' altered 
me. My face has changed ita expression ; it is now 
used to the sun, which has hardened and wrinkled it, 
I have the apjiearauce and demeanor of a countrymjin 
. in dress, apeecli, negligence of non-eGsentials, and a 
dislike to all that is affectation. My friends in Paris, 
or iho dahity women on whom I formerly danced bU 
tendance, could not recognize in me a man wlm was 
once the fashion, the sybarite accustomed to the lux- 
uries, the frippery, and the reflneraents of Paris. The 
external things of life are now absolutely iiidiiTcreut to 
me, as they are to all who follow the train of one idea. 
I have no other object in life but to leave it. I desire 
to do nothing to hasten nor yet retard my end ; but I 
shall lie down to die without regret when the day of my 
lost illness comes, 

" Monsieur, 1 have now told you, in all sincerity, the 
events of my life before I came to live in this place. I 
have not concealed my errors : they wore great ; they 
were in common with those of other men. I have suf- 
fered much, I suffer daily; but I see in my sufferings 
the promise of a happy future. And yet, in spite of my 

in, there are pangs I know not how to bear. 

n your presence, unknown to you, I well-aig^. 



gave way to my 



inward torture." 
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Genestas sprang from his chair. 

" Yes, Captain Bhiteau, you were present. You re- 
member that you showed me the bed of mere Colas 
after we had put Jacques into his ? Well, if I am un- 
able to see any child without thinking of the angel I 
have lost, you can understand my distress as I held in 
my arms one that was stricken with death. I cannot 
look composedl}' on a child." 

Genestas grew pale. 

"Yes, the pretty blond heads, the innocent faces of 
the children I meet, speak to me of my sorrows, and re- 
awaken the agony. It is horrible to me to think so 
many people thank me for the little good I do, when 
that good is but the fruit of my remorse. Captain, you 
atone know the secret of m}' life. If I had drawn my 
courage from a purer source than the memory of my 
errors, I should be a happier man, — but then, there 
would be nothing to tell you about my life." 
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I.I " :*-. -■■ -- ■■- - - :.i..:." cried Genestas, 
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•hi-i'Iih*! 1 :-:*'. r.- . ■-• - i >.ri if inward vexation. 

>;.n - ■?. V .11 ij.:. T'.. :'.:..:. I "m a seoiiiidrell " 

H^iMB»^> ».^'M^? a- •'•-- ^■*-* riniazcment. as he moved 

hf'ri'An*- ^'^""^ a^^h;: tho .<'.f/ n. h'ko a bumble-bee tning 

J ,€i-i rti' •^* * "^"^'"^ ^^ *^^ ^^^ "^^^ ^^*^' niistake. 
l.t^g. «||/ fc?? yv.Hi, thou?" asked Benassis. 

*'Ab *"• **'*-*''^^"" "^Pli^^^ the soldier, coming 
ilmH/t: :. wboui, however, ho daixxl not face. 
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resignatlo. oUpf: Jlito jour soul, I would 

To-day, in .. :u K>i»'iiBB^ call me Bloteaa. 

gave way to .... I shall nerec 
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CHAPTER V. 

ELEGIES. 

As Benassis ceased speaking, he was struck with the 
expression of deep solicitude on tiie soldier's face. 
Touched to have been so well understood, he half- 
regretted having distressed his guest, and said to 
him : — 

"But, Captain Bluteau, my misfortunes — " 

"Don't call me Captain Bluteau," cried Genestas, 
interrupting the doctor, and jumping up with a hasty 
movement that implied a sort of inward vexation. 
" There's no Captain Bluteau, I'm a scoundrel ! " 

Benassis looked at him with amazement, as he moved 
here and there about the salon ^ like a bumble-bee trj'ing 
to get out of a room it has got into by mistake. 

" But who are 3'ou, then?" asked Benassis. 

"Ah! that indeed!" replied the soldier, coming 
back to the doctor ; whom, however, he dared not face. 
" I have deceived 3'ou," he added, in an altered voice. 
" For the first time in m}' life I have acted a lie. I am 
well punished, for now I cannot tell you the object of 
my visit, nor the reason for such cursed sp3ing. Since 
I have, as I may sa}', looked into 3'our soul, I would 
rather let you strike me than hear you call me Bluteau. 
You may forgive me this imposture, but I shall never 
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fi>rgive myself, — I, Pierre Joseph GcDestaa, who t 
save his life would not have lied before a cdui 
tnartinl I " 

"Are jou Captain Genestas?" cried Benassis, ris- 
ing. He took the officer's hnnd and shook it very 
affectionately, aajing: "Monsieur, we are, as yon re- 
'inarked just now, friends without knowing it. I have 
mg desired to meet you, for I have heard so miiuh of 
'ou from Monsieur Gravier, — ' a man out of Plutarch," 
"he used to aay to me." 

"I am not from Plutarch," answered Genestas. " I 
am unworthy of you ; I deserve a thrashing, I ought 
to confess my secret — But no, no I I have done well 
to wear a mask, and como and see for myself what 
manner of man you are. And now I see plainly I must 
hold my tongue. If I had frankly told you my ohjectj 
at the start, I should have given you pain. God forbiq 
that I should add to your gi-iefs." 

But I do not understand you, captain," 
We'll let the matter drop. I am not a sick man^ 
have spent a good day ; and I shall go away t 
iW morning. When you come to Grenoble, you'll 
find one friend the more, and not a fair-weather friend 
either. The purse, the sabre, the blood of Pierre Jo- 
seph Genestas, all are youi'S, You have sown your 
seed on good ground. When I get my retirement, I 
shall find some sort of hole and get myself made mayor 
of it, and try to imitate you. I shall lack your science, 
but I'll study." 

"You will do well, monsieur; the projjerty -owned 
who employs his lime in cori'ecting the mistakes aactf 
-iraitiing the methods of work iu his district, docs aa^ 
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miurh good as Ihe best of iloctors. ir one relieves the 
BiifTi^rings of a few men, the other helps to ture the 
wouikIs of his country. But ,VOU excite my curioBity. 
Can I Iw useful to you in any way?" 

" Useful 1 " exclaimed tlie captain in a broken voice. 
" Good God I ray dear Monsieur Benaasis, it is impos- 
eible for rae now to mention the service I came to ask 
of yoii. I've killed many a Christian in my day, — jou 
can kill people and still liavc a good heart, — but i-ough 
as I seem to you, there arc some things I am able to 
comprehend." 

" Speak frankly," 

" I don't wish to inflict pain upon you." 
" All ! captain, I can bear a great deal." 
"Monsieur," said the captain, trembling, "it con- 
cerns the life of a child." 

Benassis's forehead contracted suddenly ; but be 
made a motion as if to ask Genestas to continue. 

" A child," resumed the captain, ■' wliose life might 
etJII be saved by close and constant watching. But 
where was I to fiud a doctor willing to devote himself 
to one patient? Certairdy not in a citj-. I had heard 
of you as an excellent roati, and yet I was afraid of be- 
ing misled by j'our reputation. I thought before con- 
fiding my little fellow to this Monsieur Benassia, of 
whom I was told such great things, that I would study 
Lira, and now — " 

"Enough," said the doctor, "is the child yours?" 
" No, my giKjd friend, no. But to explain the mat- 
ter, I shall have to tell you a tale in whieh I play rather 
a Boriy* pnrt. Yon have eonflded to me your secrets, 
and I can surely do the same to you." 
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"Wait a momoEt, captaia," said the dot'tor, calling 
Jacqiiotte, who came at once, and whom he told to 
bring his tea. "The truth is, captain, when everybody 
is asleep, I can't sleep. My sorrows oppress 
1 try to forget them in tea. It piodiicea a sort of n 
Tous inebriation, a sleep without whicL I could not li 
Do you still refuse it? " 

■' I should prefer a little of your Ilormitage, 
Genestaa. 

" So be it, Jacquotte," he said to the servant, 
ning the wiue and some biscuits, — to each bis own 
night-cap," added the doctor, addressing bis guest. 
" That tea must do you a great deal of harm," said 
, Genestas. 

"It gives me horrible attacks of gout. But I can't 

[ give up the habit ; it is too soothing. It gives me a 

[ few momenta eveiy night when life is leas of a burden. 

I Come, I am ready to listen to your storj* ; it may help 

to quiet the feelings which my own recollectionf 

just evoked," 

"Well," said Genestas, putting his empty glass d 

the mantel-shelf, "after the retreat from Moscow^ 

[ my regiment stopped to recruit in a little town in 

I Poland. We bought horses at their weight in gold ; 

and stayetl in garrison until the Emperor returned. So 

far, so good. 1 must t£ll you that I then had a friend. 

During the retreat my life was more than once saved by 

a cavalry sergeant, named Rcnard, who did things for 

I me that must needs make men friends, — outside the de- 

[ mnnds of discipline, of course. We lodged in the same 

louse, — one of those wooden rat-traps which contai;^ 

I whole family, though B'renchmon wouldn't tliink < 
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nlilfng a horse in them. Tliia particular hovel he- 
ingcil to Ji'ws, who CArrip<i on tlieir fortj-and-one 
of mftking tnoticj- in it ; and llie old Jew fatlier, 
hhoso tiiigore were nc^vcr too fVozcn to grab gold, had 
lade a very good thing for himself out of our retreat, 
'hoae ereatures live in dirt, and die in filtliy hiorel 
'he house was built over a cellar, — all in wiiud, 
inderstaiid, — in which oollar the old follow had hidden 
iway his children, esiKtcially a daughter, handsome as 
Jewesses usnnlly are when they keep themselves clean 
not blonde. She waa seventeen years old, 
wliite as snow, velvety eyes, lashes as blaek as a rat's 
lil. glossy dustcring hair that one wanted to handle, — 
Hhort, a perfect beauty. I discovered this biding- 
jlaoe one night when they tlionght I'd gone to bed, 
and I was walking up and down the street quietly, 
'Bmnking my pii>e. The children were swarming 
■crawling about, like a litter of puppies ; 'twas funny to 
Bee them. The fattier and mother were at supper- 
dint of gazing fixedly through the cloud of sm( 
Wbiuh the old Jew was blowing from his pipe, 
ibe young girl sitting there, like a brand-new napoli 
among a lot of copper sous. 

My dear Benassis," said the captain, after a 
mentarj' pause, " I have never had time to reflect abo> 
Yet when I saw that young girl, I knew that 
hat! never really felt it ; but here it was. in my head, 
In my heart, and everj^whcre else. I had fallen in loi'e 
iVoni the crown of my head to the soles of my feet, oh, 
violently 1 1 stoo<l still, smoking my pipe and looking 
*t the Jewess, till she put out her candle and went 
Impossible for me to go to sleep! I st( 
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ahont all niglit, fllling la's pipe, smoking it, and wallt- 
ing up and down the street. I bad never been like 
that before. It was the only time in ray life I thought 

. of marrying. When it was daj'liglit, I saddled my 
horse and galloped him for two liours across the (»an- 
try to clear my head. 1 nearlj' foundered the beast 

[ without knowing what I was about." 

eneatas stopped, looked uneasily at liis new fViend, 

I and then said : — 

' Excuse me, Benassis ; I am no orator, I talk as it 

I comes. If I were in a salon, I should be embarrassed, 

I but with you, here, in the country — " 
" Go on," said the doctor. 
" When I got back to my room, I fonnd Eenard all 

^ of a fluster. Thinking I was killed in a duel, he was 
cleaning bis pistols, and meaning to pick a quarrel with 
whoever bad sent me to the shades. Ha 1 that's just 
like an old stager) I confided my love to him, and 
Bhowed him the kennel of children. Aa Eenard knew 
the lingo of these outlandish folk, I asked him to lielp 
me in making my proposals to the father and mother, 
and in setting up an intercourse with Judith — her 
name was Judith. So, monsieur, for two weeks I was 
the happiest of men, and every night the old Jew 
invited us to sup with Judith. You know all about 

K'TOch things, so I sha'n't pnt you out of patienee, — and 

■ yet. if you don't know the joys of tobacco, you can't 

k realize the happiness of an honest man quietly smok- 
ing his pipe, with his friend Renard and the father of 
the daughter, and gating at bis princeaa. Vea, it was 
very agreeable. But I must tell you that Renard was 

|-.A young man of goorl oonnoctiona, a Parisian. Hia 
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' father was a, wholesale grocer, who had brought liim up 
1o be a notary ; \mt thu ilratl caught liim, and he had 
to tiid adieu to the inkstand. With a figure made to 
wear a uniform, and tlie fac-e of n girl, he knew the 
art of (^joliug everybody he came ai;ross. It was he 
whom Judith loved ; she cared for me as much as a 
horee tares for roast cbiclien. 

"Well, wliile I was smoking in ecstasy, and travel- 
ling to tlie moon as I looked at Judith, RenartI, who 
you see had n't stolen his name, was sap[)ing bis mine. 
Tlie traitor came to terms with the girl, and tbey were 
married after the fashion of those parts, without waiting 
for permissions fiom France, which would have taken 
a long while to come. Renard did promise to marry her 
according to French law, if the marriage was ever at- 
tacked ; as it was, however, once in France, Madame 
Renurd was nothing more than Mademoiselle Judith. 
If I had known all that, I should have killed Renard, 
sharp, without giving him time to sneeze ; but the fact 
was, father, mother, daughter and fox played into each 
other's hands like thieves at a fair. While 1 smoked 
my pipe and worshipped Judith for a saint in a niche, 
Keuard was making his appointmenta and carrying 
on his little game. You are the only person to whom 
I have ever told this story, which I call infamous ; I 

, have always wondered how a man who would die of 
shame if he stole a bit of gold, can rob his friend of 
wife and happiness without a scruple. However that 
maj" be, there were my traitors maiTied and happy, 
while I, like an imbecile, sat gazing at Judith, and 

I placing tenor in the farce of throwing dust in 
you must know, they paid singularly dear 
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deception. On the word of an honest man, God gives 
more attention to llie tilings of this world than we think 
as jou aliall see, 
Down came the Bussiana. The campaign of 1813 

!gan. We were suiroiindeJ. One fine morning the 
issued to be on the battle-field of Lutzen by 
a certain hour. The Emperor knew what he was about 
when he ordered us to be off at once. The Russians 
had turned our flank. Our colonel got iuto a scrape 
by going to aaj' good-by to a Polish lady who lived 
from the town, and the advancc-gnard of the 

issacks pounced upon him and his escort. We had 
only time lo mount and form, in front of the town, 
before we had to rush into a cavalry skirmish and drive 
the Russians linuk, so as to slip quietly off during the 
night. We charged and fought for three Lours, and did 
Bome fine feats of arms. While we were engageil, the 
guns and the ammunition wagons and all our snppliee 
and matci'io] got away in the advance ; for we had, you— 
must know, a park of artillery and a large quantity' < 
powder which the Emperor was desperately in need c 
and of course they had to be got to him at any c 
Our resistance imposed on the Russians ; they thonghl 
we must surely be supported by an armj- corps. Hoirt 
ever, before long, the scouts let them know their mi» 
take, and they found out they had only a regiment of 
cavalry and a few infantry stragglers in front of them. 
80, monsieur, towards evening they made such a hot 
attack, meaning to demolish us, that a g043d many a 
ns were left on the field. 

" We were surrounded. Renard and I were in t 
front rank. 1 saw Reuard charging and Gghting lib 
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a domon — he was ttiinkiitg nf his wife. Thanks to 
him we regaiutd tlir town, whk'h the siik bad [inl into 
a stati! orderi-nce; ah! hut 'iwaa iiitiful. llu and I 
got Uiere IuhI ; we fiiuiid tliu way baiTed lij a lot of 
Cossacks, tlirongli wiiom wc Bptirrcd. One of llie sar- 
B}j;es was abuut to spear mc with a lance ; Retiard saw 
liiin and dashed his horse between us to wani off the 
blow; the poor beast, a flni? animal, Ihitb ! roecivcd it, 
and as he fell, dragged Renaid and the Cossack with 
him. I kilkd the Cossack, and took Renaid in m}' 
arms and put him before me on my horse, like a sack 
of wheat. 'Adieu, captain, it is all over with me,' 
said Renard. ' We 'U see about that,' said I. By that 
time, I had got into the town ; I dismoniited, and 
prop[>ed him in tlie angle of a house, on u little etraw. 
His head was criisbod and the brains were in his Imh* ; 
but he could speak — ah ! he was a gallant fellow. 
» We are quits,' he said i ' I liave given you my life, 
bnt I took Judith from you. Take care of her child, if 
she has one, and marry h?r.' 

" Monsieur, at first I led him like a dog ; but when 
mj' rage was over I went hack; he was dead. Tlie 
Cossacks had set fire to the town. I recollected Judith, 
and went to fet<;h her; inountpd hor behind me, and 
thanks to the speed of my hoise, I regained the regi- 
ment, which, meantime, had made good ita retreat. As 
for the Jew and his family, they had disappeared like 
rats in a bam ; Judith alone was Infl, waiting for Ee- 
nard. I told her nothing at first, as yon '11 readily be- 
lieve. Monsieur, I had to take charge of that woman 
all through the disasters of the campaign of 1813 ; Ami 
her lodging, make her comfortable, — in short, car 
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her i and I really think she hardly perceived tt 
the army waa in. I took care to keep her always thirtrf 
miles ahead of ns, on the road to France. She gaveS 
birth to a son while we were fighting at Hanau. 1 w 
wounded in that afTair, and rejoined Judith in Str; 
boorg ; then I came back to Paris, where 1 had the^ 
great misFortune to Iw invaiideii from my wound during 
the campaign of France. If it had n't been for that 
nnlucky chance, I should have entered the grenadiers 
of the Guard, to which the Emperor had promote 
me. 

" So, monsieur, the end of it was, I had been obliged 
to support a woman and a child that did not belong to" 
me, and I had three riba broken. You can easily be- 
lieve that my pay was not tlio revenue of France. 
Father Renard, an old shark witliont any teeth, would 
have nothing to say to his daiiglitei-in-law ; and the 
Jew father had vanished. Judith was dying. One 
norning she wept as she bathed iny wound. ' Judith,' 
lid I, 'your child has no one to look to.' 'Neither 
ive I,' she answered. ' Bah I ' 1 said, ' we will get 
the necessarj' papers, and I will marry you myself, and 
acknowledge as mine tlie child of — ' I could n't finish. 
Ah I my dear monsieur, what is there that one would n't 
do for such a look of thanks from dying eyes as Jndibh 
ITC me? I knew then that I still loved her, and I'rom 
It day her little one came into my heart. While the 
! being got ready, and the father and mother 
Tews were on their way. the poor woman grew worse, 
le evening before her tleath, she had tiie strength to 
and deck herself, and go through all the usual 
mies, and sigu their heaps of papers. Then, when 
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Ikt son Iind it nnmo nnd a fttlher, alie lay down again ; 
] ld§so*) her Imiidit and iier forebead, and she died. 

"That was my wedding. The day after, having 
bought the fuw feet of earth where the poor giil lies, I 
realized that I was the father of an orphan. Duiing 
tlie catniiaign of 1815 1 put him out to nnree. Since 
then, without anyhodj^'s knowing my true history, whith 
ia not a pleasant one to tell, I have taken cai'e of the 
little monkey as if he were mine ; his Jew grandlather 
has gone to the devil, ruined, and is wandering with his 
family somewhere between Russia and Persia. There 's 
a chance that he may make a fortinie there, for it seems 
he understands the business of preeious stones. I put 
the bo3' at a preparatory school ; but lately I have al- 
lowed him to be pressed so hai'd in mathematics to get 
iiim into the Ecole Polytethnique and see him graduate 
with credit, that the poor little fellow has fallen ill. He 
has a weak chest The Paris doctors think he might 
have a chance if ho could run wild in the mountains and 
if, alwve all, he were taken proper care of and watched 
at all hours by a man of Judgment- I thought of you, 
and I came here to reconnoitre your ideas and jour 
ways of life. Aflcr what you hiive told me, I cannot 
put the distress of caring for a sick child upon you — 
even though we are now such good friends." 

" Captain," said Benassis, after a moment's silence, 
" bring me Judith^s child. God doubtless means me 
to bear this last trial, and I will do so. I offer i 
sufferings to Mim, whose son died on the cross, 
my feelings during your recital wore sweet and teni 
and ia not that a favorable augury ? " 

Geneatas pressed both hands of Benassis within I 
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own, not restraining the tears wliich rose in his eyes 
and rolled slowly down Lis tanned clieeks. 
' ' Let ua keep the secret of it," he said. 

t" Yes, captain ; but you are not drinking your wine." 
" I am not tliirsty," said Geucatas ; " in fact, I am 
^f-be wilde red . " 
. "When will j-ou bring liim to me?" 
L "To-morrow, if you like. lie has been in Grenoble 
ibr the last two daj-s." 
"Well, then, start early in the morning and come 
Mck at once. I'll expect you at the house of my 
FosBcuse, wTiere we will all breakfast together." 
"Agreed." said Genestaa. 

The two friends rose to go to bed, bidding each other 
good-night. When they reaehed the landing wliich 
separated their two roonia, Genestas put LU light on 
the window-sill and turned to Benaasia : — 

" By the God who made me ! " he cried with nSive 
enthusiasm, "I won't part from you this night without 
saying that you, thii-d among Christians, have made 
me feel that there is something up there" and he 
pointed to the skies. 

The doctor answered with a amile that wasi full of 
sadneas, and wrung the band Genestas held out to him 
verj' affectionately. 



1 Before dawn of the next day, Genestas started for 
city, and about noon he was again upon the higb- 
l between the village and Grenoble, near the path 
;i led np to the cottage of the Foaseuse. He was 
ng one of those light open cars with four wheels, 
n by one hoi-se, which are frequently met on all 
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the roods of that roouittoinous regioD. The capU 
was accompanied hy a thin, frail lad, who seemed to be 
about twelve years old, though he was in fact nearly 
sixteen. Before leaving the cairiage, Genestas looked 
alioul him in all dii-ectioDS, to flnci some peasant work- 
ing in the fields who would take the vehicle to Beoas- 
Bis'a stable, for the narrowness of the waj- did not allow 
him to drive up to tlie house. Tlie game-keeper, hap- 
pening to come out upon the road at this moment, 
relieved Genestas of his dilliculty, and the latter, with 
his adopted son, started on foot among tlie mountaio- 
patbs to keep his appointment. 

"You'll be delighted to run wild for a whole year 
over this beautiful country, won't you, Adrien? — to 
learn Low to hunt, and ride a horse, instead of getting 
pale over your books : hey ? — Look, see ' " 

Adrien cast the weary glance of a sick child over the 
valley, — evidentlj" indiiferent, as most young jxiople are, 
to the beauties of nature, — and then, without paunng 
in his walk, he said, " You are very kind, father." 

Genestas was hurt by the languid indifference of the 
lad, and did not speak again till they reached the house 
of the Fosseuse. 

"You are punctual, captain," cried Benassie, rising 
tzom a, wooden bench on whifh ho had been sitting. 

But he immediately sat down again and looked 
thoughtfully at Atlrien, slowly examining the pallid, 
weary face of the boy ; not without adniiiing the fine 
oval lines which predominated on what was i-eally a 
noble countenance. The child was the living unagc of 
hismot!ier,—inhenting her olive skin, and borflne black 
eyes full of spiritual melancLioly, All the characteristics 
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of the beaut}' i)eculiar to the Jewesses of Poland distin- 
guished that handsome head, which seemed too heavy 
for the fragile body that bore it. 

" Do 3'ou sleep well, my little man? " asked Benassis. 

" Yes, monsieur." 

" Show me your knees ; turn up 3'our trousers." 

Adrien blushed, unfastened his garters and showed 
a knee to the doctor, who felt it carefuU}-. 

" Good. Now speak, shout — shout loudly." 

Adrien shouted. 

" That will do. Now give me 3'our hands." 

The lad held out his sofb white hands, blue-veined 
like those of a woman. 

" What school were 3'ou at in Pans?" 

" At the Saint-Louis." 

" The master in 3'our dormitory read his breviary 
during the night, did n't he? " 

" Yes, monsieur." 

" And you could not go to sleep again? " 

Adrien not replying, Genestas said, — 

" The head-master was a very worth}' priest, and he 
advised me to take my little man away on account of 
bis health." 

" Well," answered Benassis, with a clear, penetrat- 
ing look into the lad's eyes, '' here's a good chance. 
Yes, we'll make a man of him. You and I will live 
together like comrades, my boy. We'll go earlj' to 
bed, and rise early. I'll teach your son to ride a 
horse, captain. After a month or so devoted to mak- 
ing him a new stomach on a milk diet, I '11 get him a 
hunting outfit and a license to shoot, and turn him over 
to Butifer; they can go after the chamois together. 
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Givtf the boy five or six months of 6uch a life and yon 
won't Iciiow him again, laptain. Bntifer will be happy; 
I know tlio ffllow's way§ — be '11 have yon over in 
Kwitxerlaud, aui) aurosa the Al)ia, my little IViinili 
he '11 make you scrainltb up to the topa or those jieaka 
over there, an<] you '11 grow six inches in six moDths. 
Butifer is an honest fellow," he added, turning to 
Gcucstas. " We can safely give him a sura of money 
to doflay the expenses of snub a jonrnoy and the bunt- 
ing. The responsibiUty will keep him steady for six 
inoiitlis ; foi' him, tttat will be just so much gained." 

Genestas's face brightened more and more as the 
dot^tor siKike, 

"Come, let us go to breakfast. The Foasense ia 
impatient to see you," said Benassis, giving a little tap 
to Ailrien's cheek. 

"Then you don't think him consumptive?" asked the 
captain, taking tlio doctoi's arm and leading bim aside. 

" Not more than you or I." 

" Then, what is the matter with him? " 

"Bah!" said Benossis, "he is at a had moment, 
that's all." 

The Fosseuse here showed herself on the threshold 
of her door, and Genestns noticed, not witliout sur- 
prise, her simple and coquettish attire. She was no 
longer the peasant-girl of the night before, but an 
elegant young woman, who gave him a few glancea 
beneath which he felt be was feeble. Ue turned bis 
eyes to the table, which was without a eloth, but so well 
waxed that it shone as if varnished. On it were eggS) 
butter, a pate, and moimtain strawberries whose fra- 
grance filled the ah: The poor girl had put flowers all 



The Coitntri/ Doctor. '. 

about the room, showing plainly that for her at h 
the (lay was a fSte. At sight of it all,' Genestas co 
not help coveting the simple house with its pretty !at 
and he looked at their peasant mistress with an 
that expressed both hope and fear. Then he turned 
his ej'es on Ailrien, to whom the Fosseuae was serving: 
eggs and paying ceremonious attention. 

" Captain," said Beuassts, " you know the conditioni 
on whieh you receive hospitality here. You must tdJ J 
my Foaaeuse some military ta!e." 

" We must first let monaieur breakfast comfortably,"' 
said the Fosseuse, '* and after he has taken his coffee— 

"Yes, truly I will;" replied the captain, " thougl 
I shall put a couditiou to my tale. You must tell ti 
some adventure of your former life." 

"But, monsieur," she said blushing, " nothing 
happened to me that is worth t*illing. Will j'ou 
some more of this rice p.ati', my little friend," she said 
^(o Adrien, seeing that his plate was empty. 

"Yes, mademoiselle." 

" Tlie pate ia delicious," remarked Genestas. 

" What will you say to her colfeB a la creme ! " criecli ] 

aassis. 

* I would rather listen to our pretty hostess." 
■ "Yon are beginning badly, Genestas," said the I 
doctor, " Listen, m}- child," he added, turning to the 
Foasense, whose hand he jireased. " This officer, 
whom you see beside you, hidea a good heart under a 
stem exterior; you can speak at j'our ease before him.., 
Bnt speak, or hold your tongue, just as j'ou like ; 
will not Hi^e you. My poor cliild, if j*on are ei'cr to Ijo I 
iderstood in this world it will be by the three persona I 
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who are now with jou. Tell us your past lo^es: 
that will uol b«t trencbiiig on the autual secrets of your 
UearU" 

" Here ia tlie coffee, which Mariette is bringing in." 
she answered. " When yun arc nil served I will t«II you 
luy early loves; but Mon§ienr Genestas is not to for- 
get his promise," she added, giving the captain a glance 
tlmt was botli iuo<lcBt and provocative. 

'' I am incapable of doing so, mademoiselle," said 
Genc»tas, respect fullj'. 

>' When 1 was sixteen," said the Fossenae. " although 
I was weakly. I was forced to bee my bread on the 
highways of Savoie. I slept at Echelles, in a great 
manger full of straw. The innkeeper who let me sleep 
tliere waa a good man, but his wife couH not endare 
me, anil waa alirays seukting me. That made me 
unhappy, for I was not a bad little beggar. I prayed 
to God night and morning ; I never stole ; I went my 
way as Heaven willed, and begged my foo<l, for 1 did 
not know how to work ; I was very poorly, — incapable 
of Iftljor, or of looking after my health. Well, I waa 
driven away fVom the inn, on account of a dog. With- 
out fdends or relations ever since I was born, I had 
never seen on any face a look that did me good. 
The old woman Morin, who took me when a baby, 
was dead: she had been kind to me, but I cannot 
remember that she ever caressed me. The poor crea- 
tnre tilled the earth like a man, and if she ever did take 
me on her knee, she also rapped uiy Gngei-s with a 
spoon if I ate the soup too fast out of the porringer- 
Poor old woman ! there 'e never a day I do not pray 
for her. May the good God give her, up there, a 
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bappi^ fife tksn she hwl faov bdov ; qtMuOr ft better 
bed : sbe was olwavs compbtiniDg of the faard nuuticss 
on wbicU we slept together. 

" YoQ can't imagine, mr dear gentlemeD," resDme.1 
the Fosseuse after a toouieutart- pause, "bow it buits 
ODe's soal to get notbiog but bareli words and rebuffs, 
and looks wbicfa ciit yoa to the heart like knives. I 
have lived among old paupers who did not mind it a 
bit ; but I was not bom for euch a life. A mere ' no ' 
Always made me weep. Many an CTeniag I came baik 
sadder tlian erer to my manger ; and 1 never was com- 
forted till I bad said lay prayers. In all God's earth 
there was no treature on whose heart I could rest mine. 
The blue sky was my only friend. I always felt Uajjpy 
■when the sky was all blue. When the wind swept away 
the clouds, I lay among the roeks and looked up at it. 
Then I dreamed I was a great lady. By dint of gazing 
Into heaven, Z thought I was bathed in its blue; I lived 
np there in my soul, nothing tied me down ; I mounted 
up, and up, — and I was glad. 

""But to come back to my loves," she said, changing 
her tone. " I must tell jou that the innkeeper's dog 
had a little pupp.^', dainty as a lady, all white, with black 
spots on its paws, — oh, I see the cherub now ! The 
poor little thing was the only creature that ever gave 
-me a kind look in those daj's. I gave bira the best of 
'.vhat I had to eat; he understood me; he always came 
to meet me at night when I got back ; he was not 
ashamed of my poverty, and would jump upon me and 
lick my feet. Ah 1 there was something so ktud in bis 
eyes, so grateful, that often I cried to see it. Aa I 
as the only creature that love 
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In winter he slept at my feet. I suffered so when he 
wus whipped that I taught him not to go about the houses 
and steal bones ; and after a while he was satisfied to eat 
my bread. If I were sad, he would stand in fh>nt of me 
and look in my eyes, as much as to say : ' You are sad, 
my poor Fosseuse.' If travellers flung me sous, he 
picked thorn out of the dust, and brought them to me. 
When I had him for a friend, I was less unhapp3\ I 
put aside a few sous every day, trying to get ^fty francs 
and buy him of Pere Manseau, the innkeeper. One 
day the wife saw the dog was fond of me, and took it 
into her head to dote on him. Now you must know he 
hated her. Animals spy out souls ; tliey guess who 
loves them in a minute. I had a piece of gold sewn 
into the top of my petticoat ; so I said to Pere Man- 
seau : ' M}' dear monsieur, I meant to have offered 3'ou 
a 3*ear's savings for 3'our dog, but I see that your wife 
wants him for herself, though she does not really care 
for him. Sell him to me now for twenty' francs ; and 
here the^' are.' ' No, my little one,' he said, ' put up 
your twent}' francs. God preserve me from taking the 
money of the poor. Keep the dog. If m^- wife makes 
a fuss, do 3'ou go awaj'.' His wife made a teiTible 
scene about it ; ah, merc^^ me ! 3'ou would have thought 
the house was on fire ; 3'ou don't know what she said. 
Seeing that the dog was given to me out of friendship, 
and that she could not get him, she had him poisoned. 
M}' poor dear dog died in mj' arms ; I wept over him as 
if he were my child, and buried him under a fir-tree. 

"Oh ! 3'ou don't know what I laid in that grave. I 
said to myself, as I sat beside it, that I should be alone 
upon earth, that nothing would prosper with me, that I 
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\ should become wliat I was before I bad liim, — a creature 
I witliout a hunmn being belonging to me ; I sliouUl see 
L no look of friendliDesB in any face. 1 sat tlier'e all tbat 
niglit, beneath the stars, praying God to have pity upon 
When I went back to the liigh-roacl, I found a 
poor little boy, only ten years old, who had no hands. 
' The good God has heard me," I thought ; for 1 had 
never prayed to biin as I did that night, ' I will take 
care of the poor child,' I said to myself, ' We will beg 
together, and I will be his motlier. Two together, we 
shall do well ; perhaps I sliall have more courage for 
him than I had for myself.' At first the little one 
seemed happy; 'twould have been hai-d not to be. I 
rerything he wished, I gave him all I had that 
■was best ; in fact, I was his slave, and he tyrannized 
over me ; but that seemed better than to be alone, 
as Boon as the little wretch knew I had a gold 
, }>iece ae^n in my petticoat, he undid the stitches, and 
Blole it from me, — stole the price of my poor d"g, that 
I was keeping to say masses for its soul : a ehild with- 
out hands ! it made me shudder. 

.h!" she went on, "that theft disheartened me 
more for life than I Itnow how to teil. Was all I loved 
to perish in my hands? One day I saw a pretty open 
carriage coming up the side of the mountain near 
Ecbelles, In it was a young lady as beautiful as the 
Virgin Mary, and a young man who looked verj- like 
' Oh ! see that pretty gii'l,' the yomig man said 
to her as he threw me a bit of monej'. None bnt you, 
Monsieur Benassis, can know the pleasure that compli- 
ment gave me, —but the gentleman ought not to have 
flung me the money. Then, impelled hy 1 don't know 
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wliat sort of whimsoy in my hcarl, I set ofT moning 
nltmt! Bomo pnlhs which mnkc a nlmrt cut, and got to 
llii: rocfca of the EfhelU-a l)cforp tlie caniage, which 
(Tawlwl lip. 1 saw the young man again. He was quite 
Hurprinei] to aec ue; nnil 1 fctt so glad my heart In-at 
u[i \uUi Riy throat; somo tiling, I don't know what, 
(Iri^w me tu him. After he recognized me I started 
ligiiin, ft*cling verr sure tliat he and the young lady 
would go to sec tlio cnscadea of Conz. When they 
got out of the carriage, they saw me again under the 
walnut-treea which line tiic road ; and that time th^y 
questioned me, and seemed to taiie an interest in me, 
Never in my life did 1 hear such aweet voices. I 
thought about them for months, always hoping they 
would come hactc. I would hare given two years of 
my life to see him again, he was bo gentle. — There I 
Dp to Uie day 1 first saw Monsieur Benussia, those were 
the great events of my life ; for when my mistress sent 
me away hecauae I wore her miserable ball-dress, I 
only pitied her. I forgave her; and to tell the hon- 
est truth, if yon '11 permit me to say it, I thought 
myself a great deal better than she, though she is a 
countess." 

" Well," said Geneetas, after a moment's silence, 
"you see tliat God is your friend, for here you are 
in clover." 

At these words the Fosseuse looked at Benassis with 
eyes full of gratitude. 

" I wish I were rich ! " exclaimed the officer. 

The exclamation was followed by total silence. 

" You owe me a story now," said the Fosseuae in a 
coaxing voice. 
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"And I will toll you one," answered Geaestas, 
" The evening before the battle of Friedland," he con- 
tinued, after a pause, " I had been sent with a de- 
Bpatch to the headquarters of General Davoust, and 1 
waa retumiug to my bivouac, when, at the angle of a 
road, I came face to face with the Emperor. Kapoieon 
iked at me. ' You are Captain Genestaa ? ' he said. 
,' ' Don't keep along that road,' he said ; 
take the other to the left; it will bring you sooner to 
■our division.' Ton can't imagine wiiat a tune of kind- 
less the Emperor put into those few words — be who 
ind so much upon his mind. At that very moment 
he waa reconnoitring his battlefield for the next day. 
I tell you that little matter to show what a memory 
he had, and also to let yon see 1 was one of those 
whose face he knew. In 1815 I took the oath. If it 
had n't been for that, I sbould have been a colonel to- 
but I never had the least intention of betraying 
le Bourbons. At the time, I thought only of defend- 
ig France. I commanded a squ.adron of horse attached 
the grenadiers of tlie Guard, and, in spite of the 
n I still felt from my wound, 1 swung my sabre at 
"Waterloo. 

"Well," continued the captain, " when all was over. 
1 accompanied Napoleon to Paris. Then, in spite of 
his ordera, I followed him to Rochefort; it comforted 
mc to keep watch and see that no harm happened to 
him by the way. So, when Le came to the shores of 
the sea and paced up and down, he saw me standing 
aentinel ten paces from him. ' Well, Genestas,' he 
said, • so we are not dead yet? ' The words broke my 
lieart. If you bad heard thern. you'd have shuddered, 
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aa I did, from head to foot. He pointed to a cursed 
Euglish ship ljlocka<iing Lhe port, and said, ' When 
I look at that, I regret I did nut drown myself in the 
blood of my Guard.' 

'^ Yes," resumed Genestos, looking at the doctor and 
the Foaseuse, "those were bis very words. 'The 
marshals wbo dissuaded you from charging youraelf,' 
1 said to him, ' and kept you in your carriage, were 
not your true friends.' ' Come with me ! ' he cried, 
quickly. ' Sire,' I said, ' gladly would I go with yon, 
but I have a little one hanging to me just now who baa 
lost his mother, and I am not free.' So it waa Adiien 
here wlio kept me fVom going to Saint Helena. 'Kee,' 
said Napoleon, ' I have never given yon anything; you 
are not one of those who always bad one baud full and 
the other open ; here is the snulF-hox I have used during 
this last campaign. I give it to you. Stay in France ; 
before all else she needs brave men. Kemain in the 
army, and think of me. You are the last of my Egj-pt- 
ians whom I shall see on the soil of France.' He gave 
me the little snuff-box. ' Engrave two words upon it. 
Honor, Country,' be said ; ' they are tbe history of our 
last two campaigns.' Then his suite rejoined him, 
and I spent the rest of tbe morning witli them. The 
Emperor ciime and went along the shore. He was 
quite calm, but at times his brows contracted. By 
midday the embarkation was thought impossible. The 
English knew he was in Rochefort ; either he must 
deliver himself up to them, or recross France. We 
were all anxious. The minutes weighed like hours. 
Napoleon was between the Bourbons, wbo would have 
shot him, and the Eogiish, who are not honorable 
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men ; for they can never wash out the shame of cast- 
ing upon a barren rock the enemy who went to them 
for hospitality. 

"At this anxious moment some one — I don't know 
who — presented to him a lieutenant, Doret, a sailor 
who came to propose a means of getting him to Amer- 
ica. At that time there was a government brig in port, 
also a merchant vessel. ' Captain,' said the Emperor, 
'how will you manage it?' ' Sire,' answered the man, 
' you will embark on the merchantman ; I with a few de- 
voted men will take the brig and run up the Bourbon flag, 
under shelter of which we can get alongside the Eng- 
lishman, and set fire to him : we shall blow up together, 
and 3'ou will pass free.' ' We will go with you ! ' I cried 
to the man. Napoleon looked at us and said, ' Captain 
Doret, live, for the good of France.' It was the onl}- 
time I ever saw Napoleon show emotion. Then he waved 
his hand, and went away. I left Rochefort when I saw 
him go on board that English ship. He was lost, and 
he knew it. There was a traitor in the town who had 
signalled his presence to his enemies. Knowing this, 
Napoleon played his last card; he did what he had 
done before on the field of battle ; he went to his ene- 
mies, instead of waiting until they came to him. You 
speak of griefs ; no words can tell the despair of those 
who loved hrm for himself." 

"Where is his snuff-box?" asked the Fosseuse. 

" At Grenoble, in a box," answered the captain. 

" I will go and see it, if yoxx will let me," she said. 
"To think that you have something his fingers have 
touched ! His hand was beautiful? " 

" Very beautiful." 
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" Is it tnie thnt bo iadead?" 

'* Yes, tviily. he is dead, mj- poor cbild." 

"I was so little in 1815 that I could ouly just see his 
hat in the streets of Grenoble ; and then 1 came near 
being onisbed," 

'■ What good coffee this is," said Gencstas. " Well, 
Adrten, don't jon like the country? Yon will often 
come and see mademoiselle, will you not? " 

The child did not answer ; be seemeil afraid of look- 
ing at the Fosseuse. The doctor did not take bis eyes 
fi'om the lail, and seemed to read into bis soul. 

" Of course be will come and see her," said Bcnassis, 
" Now let us go borne. I must get a fresh borse for a 
long ride I have to take ; and while 1 am gone, you 
can settle things with Jacqiiotte." 

"Will you come witb us?" said Genestas to Uie 
Fosse use. 

"Willingly," she replied. "I have several things 
to return to Madame Jacquotte." 

They started on their way to the doctor's house : but 
the Fosseuae, joyous in the presence of the little com- 
pany, led them along hidden paths through the wildest 
part of the mountain, 

" Monsieur," she said to Genestas, after a short 
sileuee, " you have told me nothing of yourself, and I 
wanted to bear some of your warlike adventures. I 
like what you said of Nap()leon, but it gives me pain. 
If you would he so very kind as — " 

" She is right enough," said Benassis, gently. "Tell 
us some of j'our famous adventures as we walk along. 
Come, now, something interesting, — like your beam % 
the barn at Beresina." 
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" T have bo few reeollecliona," eaid Genestaa. ' 
e some people to whom everything happens, but I 'vsa 
r been the hero of any adventure. Well, here 's 
only droll thing I ever met with : In 1805, when k^ 
sub-lie II ten ant, I was with the grand aimy at Aiislew 
litz. Before the taking of Ulm, we fought several en-^ 
gngementa wliere tlie cavalry had a fine chance, for it 
was under the command of Miirat, who never refused 
trumps. After one of the first brushes of the cam- 
paign, we got possession of a bit of territory where 1 
there were a nrimber of fine coimtry-houaea. One e 
ing ray regiment camped in tlie park of a chateau be-l 
longing to a young and pretty woman, a countess, 
went, naturally, to lodge in the house, and got thei-e a».| 
Boon as I could, to prevent pillage. As I entered the-^ 
talon a cavalry sergeant had just levelled his carbine at 
the countess, demanding what she certainly would never 
have given him. I struck the weapon np with my 
sabre ; it went off and shattered a mirror. Then 1 1 
dealt the fellow a blow with the flat of my bl.ade, 
stretched him on the floor. At the lady's cries, 
^stiearing the shot, all her people rushefl in, and threatcnc 
^^pte. ' Stop ! ' said the countess in G«rman to those n 
^Hrsnted to run me through ; ' that oflScer saved my life.'l 
^■On that they all went out. The lady gave i 

handkcRihief, a beautiful, embroidered handkerchief,'! 
which I still have, and told me I should always be sin-flJ 
of a resting-place in her house; and if 1 ever ha( 
a trouble, no matter what, to come to her, I would] 
find her a slater, a devoted friend, — in short, all i 

of honeyed words. She was as beautiful as a wed*^ 

3ia, and as playful as a kitten. We dine<i 
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together, and by the next day I was over head and ran 
in lovo. Alaa ! I had to be in line at Guntzbei^, — I 
tliink that was the plaeo. So I rode away armed with ', 
the lianilkercbiof. The flght catne off. I kept saying 
to myaclf ; ' Oh, for a ball ! Among tbeio, b n't there 
one for me?' Of course I didn't want it in the thigh, 
for then I could n't have gone back to the cfaHteau ; hat 
I louged for a good wound in the ann, which my prin- 
cess would have bathed and caressed. So I dasiied 
like a madman at the enemy. No such luck ! I came 
out sale and sound ; and after that, forward, march I 
no more countess. There, that's all." 
■ By this time thoy had reached Benassis's house, and 
the doctor speedily mounted and rode off. When be 
returned, the cook, to whom Geoestas had specially 
reoommeadcd his boy, had already taken possession of 
Adricn, and bad put liim in the famous bedroom of 
Monsieur Gravier, She was much astonished when 
her master ordered a simple cot-bed to be put in bi 
own room for tlie lad, — oi-dering it, too, in so 
tive a tone that Jacquottc could say nothing against 
it. After dinner the captain started on his return 
Grenoble, happy in the assurances Benassia agiun 
bim as to the speedy recovery of hia boy. 
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In the early days of December, eight months after he 
had confided his child to the doctor's care, Genestas 
was appointed lieutenant -colonel to a regiment then in 
garrison at Poitiers. He was thinking of letting Be- 
nassis know of his approaching departure, when he re- 
ceived a letter, in which his friend told him of AdriCB'i 
complete recovery. He wrote : — 
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'* The boy has grown tall and strong, and he feels per- 
fectly well. Since you saw him he has profited so much by 
Butifer's instructions that he is now as good a shot as our 
smuggler himself; he is, moreover, brisk and agile, a good 
walker, and a good horseman. Everything about him has 
changed. The boy of sixteen, who formerly seemed no more 
than twelve, now looks to be twenty. His eye is bold and 
confident. In short, he is a man, and a man whose future 
you ought now to take into consideration." 

"I'll go and see Benassis to-morrow, and take his 
advice as to what profession I shall put the fellow to," 
thought Genestas, as he went to a farewell supper given 
to him b}' the officers of the regiment ; for he was to 
leave Grenoble in a few daj's. 

When the lieutenant-colonel came home that night, 
his servant gave him a letter brought b}' a messenger, 
who had waited a long time for an answer. Though 
rather dizzy with the toasts his comrades had been 
drinking in his honor, Genestas recognized the hand- 
writing of his son, supposed that he was only asking 
for the gratification of some fancy, and left the letter 
lying on his table, from which he picked it up the next 
morning when the fumes of the champagne had been 
slept away. 

** My dear Father, — " 

"Ah! you little scamp," he said to himself, "you 
are never at a loss how to cajole me when 3'ou want 
anything." 

Then he went on, jind read these words : -^ 
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The good Monsieur Benassis is dead, — " 
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The letter drojiped Trom his hands ; aud & long H 
elapsed before he resumed the reading of it. 

" This misfortune has throws cODsternatioi] over the whole 
country, aud is the mora surprising, because Moueieur Be- 
niwais was perfectly well the niglit before, aud showed uo 
signs of illness. The day l>efore yesterday, jixst as if he 
knew bis end were near, he weut to t<ee all Lis patients, evea 
those that were farthest oS: he spoils to erery one whom 
be met, and said, ' Good-by, friends.' Ele came home 
as usnal, to dine with me, about fire o'cloek. JacquotM 
thought he looked rather red and purplisli in the face, hnt, 
as the weather was cold, she did not give him a hot footbalh, 
as she was in the habit of doing when the Mood seemed to 
runh to his head. So the poor woman iias been crying out, 
through her tears, for the last two days, — ■ If I )iad only 
given him the hath, he would be alive now.' 

" Monsieur Benassis was very hungry when he came in, 
and ate a good dinner, and he seemed gayer than iisual. 
Wo laughed a great deal; indeed, I never heard him laugh 
so much. After dinner, about seven o'clock, a man from 
Saint-Laurent-du-Pout came to fetch him for a pressing 
ca-ie. He said to me: ' I must go, though my digestion 
is not finii«hed, and I dnn't like to get on horseback in such 
a state, — especially not when it is bo cold; it is enough to 
kill a man.' However, he went off, 

" About nine o'clock, Goguelat, the postman, brought a 
letter for Monsieur Benassis. Jacquotte, who was tired 
with having washed tliat day, went to bed, leaving tlie let- 
ter with me, and asking me to prepare the tea by the fira 
in Monsieur Benassis'a cbaralmr, — where I still sleep on 
my little cot-bed. I put out the fii^ ia the salon, and went 
upstaira to wait for my good friend. Before putting the 
letter on the chimney-piece I looked, out of curiosity, at 
the postmark and llie writing. The latter came from Paru, ' 
and the address seeraed to be written by a 
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tell yon all this because of the effect the letter had on 
subsequent eveuta. 

" Towards ten o'clock 1 heard the horse's step. Monsieur 
Senassis said to Nitiolle, ' It is frightfully cold ; I dou't feel 
well.' 'Shall I wake Jacquotte?' asked Nicolle. ' No, no,' 
he answered. Then he came upstairs, ' I have your tea all 
ready,' I said to him. 'Thaufc you, Adrieu,' he replied, 
Bmiliug — you know how! It was his last smile. He took 
oS his cravat aa if it choked him. ' It is very hot here,' he 
said. Then he threw himself into his armchair. ' A let- 
ter came for you, my good friend; here it ia,' I said. He 
took it, looked at the writing, and exclaimed: 'My God! 
perhaps she is free I ' Then he laid his head back, and fjis 
bands trembled. At last he put a tight on the table, and 
opened the letter. The tone of his exclamation ha<l been so 
BtartUtig that I kept looking at him as he read, and I saw 
him Sush and weep. Suddenly, he fell forward, head fore- 
I jnostj I picked him up and saw that his face was pui-ple. 
V 'I am dead,' he said, stammering, and making a frightfid 
1 effort to straighten himself up. 'Bleed me! bleed me!' he 

■ cried, seizing my hand. 'Adrien, burn that letter.' He 
held it out to me, and I thrcn it in the fire. 

''1 called Jacquotte and Nicolle, but only Nicolle heard me; 
he came, and helped me lay Monsieur Benassts on my little 
hed. Our good friend no lou'ger knew us. After that be 
opened his eyes once or twice, but he saw nothing. Aa 
Kicolle rode through the village to fetch Monsieur Bordier, 

■ the surgeon, he alaimed the whole neighborhood. !Mon- 
T Janvier, Monsieur Dufau, all those whom you know, 
e the first to get iiere. Monsieur Benassis was then 

fllniost dead; there was no hope. Monsieur Bordier canter- 
jhed the soles of the feet, but could get no si^ns of life. 
was an attack of gout combined with a rush of blood to 
s head. 

" Aa for me, I .tm very sad and very unhappy. I can truly 
f that, excepting you, iheio is no one I loved so much. 
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I learned more from talking with Monaienr Benasais 
flveniiigM than from all the things they taught me in school. 

'■ The uext morning, when his death was known in the vil- 
lage, j-ou can hardly believe what a sceoe there was. 

iirtyard, the garden, were filled with jieople, sobbing 
keeping. No one weut to work; each related what Mousi 
Seuassis liad said to him the lost time they met: i 
of all the good he liad done to them; those who 
ftSiicted spoke for tithers. The crowd increased from hi 
to hour, and all the people wanted to eee him. The 

Jiugs spread quickly. The people of this district and 
oelghboring diatncts seemed to have but one thought: 
n, girls, and boya Socked to the village from a c 
of tliirty miles. When tike fuuerni tuok place, the coifii 

« by the four oldest persouB in the village ; though not 
without the gi'eiitest difficulty, for lietween Monsieur Beaaa- 
Uh's house and the church there were at least five thousand 
persons, most of them kneeling as at the procession of the 
Host. The church could not hold all tlie people. When 
the aerrice began there fell, in spite of the sobs, such a deep 
^leiice over the crowd that the chants and the bell could 
heard to the eud of the street. But when it c 
log the body to the new cemetery which Klonaieiir Ben: 
bad just given to the village, — little thinking, poor 
that he was to be the first buried there, — a great cry : 
Monsieur Janvier wept as he said the prayers, aiid all 
eiit had tears in their eyes. 

" At last be was buried. In the evening the crowd 
persed and went to their homes, spmadiug grief and 
ling throughout the country. The next morning, Goudriu. 
Goguelat, Butifer, the gamekeeper, and some others, set tc 
work to raise a pyramid of earth, twenty feet high, ovi 
Spot where he lies, which they are going to sod, and c 
body ia at work upon it. 

" Such, my dear father, are the events of the last few 
The will o£ Alouaieur ISenasiiia was found lying open o 
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table, by Monsieur Dufaii. The disposition that our kind 
friend has made of his property has increased, if possible, 
the attachment that all feel for him, and the grief occasioned 
by his death. And now, my good father, f hope to receive 
by Butifer, who carries this note, an answer telling me what 
I must do. Will you come and fetch me? or am I to join 
you at Grenoble? Tell me what you wish, and be sure of 
my perfect obedience, 

" Adieu, dear father; I send you the tender regard of your 
affectionate son, 

** Adrien Genestas." 

" Well, I must go there,'* cried the soldier. 

He ordered his horse to be saddled, and started on 
one of those December mornings when the sky is 
covered with a gray veil, when the breeze is not 
strong enough to drive awaj' the fog, through which 
the dripping houses and the leafless trees no longer 
wear their customary expression. The silence w^as grim 
— there are silences that are dazzling. In fine weather 
the least sound has a joyous tone, but on a gioomj' day 
Nature is not silent, she is mute. The fog was clinging 
to the trees ancl condensing into drops, which dripped 
slowlj' upon the fallen leaves like tears. All noise died 
awa}^ in the humid atmosphere. Colonel Genestas, 
whose heart was wrung bj' thoughts of death and keen 
regret, was in sympathy with this saddened nature. He 
involuntaril}' compared the soft spring heavens and the 
valley he had seen so joyous on his previous journej' 
with the melanchoh' aspect of those leaden skies, those 
mountains stripped of their green draper}^ and not 
yet swathed in robes of snow, — whose effects have a 
beauty of their own. A naked landscape is a painful 
sight to a man on his way to an open grave ; to him, 
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tbnt gnv% Rccms cvcrjwhore. The bliMsk fir-trees, 
which lirrir ami tlirir clotticd the overhanging heights, 
Urnclcd Ihuir imagce of uoiiming with the other iiiflu- 
FDc«s that griplxrtl tie soldici's heart, and every time 
his cvfs took ill the valley to its ftill extent, be thouglit 
of the sorrow that brooded over it, and the void that 
woa coiiaeil by tJie death of uue inau. 

Geneataa eoou arrived at the plaec where lie hail for- 
merly obtained a cup of iiiill;. Swing smoke I'rum the 
diiinney oflliu (■ottnge where the hospital ehlklren wen 
tnkcn care of, his liionghts turned more partieularly to 
the bencHecnt mind of liis fi-ienil, and he resolved to 
stop and make n gift to the jKjor woman in BenasBis's 
name. Fastening hi» horse to a ti'eo, Le oiJened the 
door of the house without rapping. 

"Good-day, mother," he said to the old woman, 
whom he fuimd In the ehimiiey-coraer with all the eliil- 
dren squatting round her. "Do 3on remember mo?" 

" Oh, yea ! very well, my dear monsieur. Yoti came 
here on & pretty spring morniog, and gave me some 
money." 

"Well, mother, hero's more for you and the little 
ones." 

" My good monsicnr, I thank yon. May God bless 
you 1 " 

" Don't thank me ; yon owe the money to onr poor 
friend Monsieur Benassia." 

The old woman raised her head and looted at Ge- 
nestas. " Ah, monsieur," she said, " thougli Le lias 
given his property to our poor valley, and we are all liis 
heirs, we hnvn liwt our tme wealth : he made overylliiDi 
come right for us." 
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*' Good-by, mothev; pray for him," said Geuestas, 
tapping the i^bildi'ttu lightly with his ridiog^whip as he 
turn lid away. 

Then, followed to the door by all the little family and 
the old woman herself, ho mounted his horse and rude 
on. Taking the lower road to the village, he eame to the 
bridle-path whiuh lerl up to the cottage of the Fossense. 
When he reached the angle at whieh the house could ba 
seen, he noticed, with much uneasiness, that the doors 
and blinds were all closed ; then he rctnrned to tiie 
village by the great high-road, whose poplars were noiy 
leafless. As he entered it, he saw an old laborer 
dressed in what seemed to be liis Sunday clothes, walk- 
ing all by himself and without his tools. 
' Good-day, Moreau." 

' Ah! good-day, monsieur — I remember you," said 
the old man after a moment's silence, "You are the 
fWcnd of our departed mayor. Oh ! monsieur, would n't 
it hare been better if the goo"l God had taken a poor 
' rheumatic man like mo? lam good for nothing; but 
he was everj'botly's joy." 

" Can you tell me why the Fosseuse is not at home?" 

The old man looked at the sky, 

"What o'clock is it, monsieur I There's no sun to 
tell the lime o' day," he said. 

" It is ton o'clock." 

" Well, then, she is either at mass or in the cemetery. 
She goes there every day. Though Monsieur Benassis 
left her an annuity' of five hundred francs and that 
bouse during her lifetime, she i^ half-crazy with grief," 

" Where are you going, my good man?" 
To the funeral of that poor liUlj .Ine^nes, who was 
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my nephew. Tlie weakly thing died yesterday morning ; 
it really 8eeme<l as if 't was that dear Monsieur Benassis 
wlu) kept him alive. Ah ! those young ones, the}' die ! ^ 
added Moreau, in a tone half-plaintive, half-jocular. 

At the entrance to the village, Genestas stopped his 
horse as he oveitook Goguelat and Gondrin, both carry- 
ing spades and pickaxes. 

" Well, my old trooi)ers," he cried, " we have had the 
misfortune to lose him." 

"That's enough, enough, my officer," replied Go- 
guelat in a surly tone. " We know it too well ; we have 
just been cutting sods for his grave." 

''It will be a noble life for 30U to tell of," said 
Gonostas. 

'' Yes," answered Goguelat, "barring the battles, he 
was tlie Napoleon of our valley*." 

When Genestas reached tiie parsonage, he saw Butifer 
and Adrien talking at the door with Monsieur Janvier, 
who had doubtless just returned from saying mass. 
Butifor, seeing that the olliccr was about to dismount, 
cauio forward to hold his liorse. while Adrien threw his 
arms round bis father's neck. The soldier was greatly 
moved 1)3' that show of tenderness, but he hid his feel- 
ings and said : — 

"Well! you arc improved, Adrien. Bless me, 3'ou 
are almost a man, thanks to our poor friend. And I 
shall not forget master Butifer, your instructor." 

"All! my colonel," exclaimed Butifer, "take me 
with 3'ou to your regiment. Now that Monsieur 
Benassis is dead, I am afraid of m3'self. Did n't he wish 
me to be a soldier? well, 1 '11 do his wuU. lie told 3'ou 
about me, and 3'ou'll be forbearing — " 
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" Agreed, my good fellow ," said Gencstas, grasping 
hia hand, "Make j-oiii-solf easj-; I'll get you some 
good employment — Ah ! monsieur ie eui-t-." 

" Colonel, I am as deeply giiei'ed aa all ILe people 
in the district, but I feel more keenly than they how 
irreparable a loaa it is to us. That man was an angel. 
Happily, he died witlioiit BiilTering ; God loosened willi 
pitying hand tlie bunds of a life that waB a constant 
benefit to ns." 

" May I ask voii to corao with ma to the cemetery ; 
I Wiint to say as it wore a farewell to him." 

Buliler aud Adrien followed Geuestaa and the curate, 
who walked a. few paces in advanw, talking aa they 
went When the lieutenant-colonel bad passed through 
the village by the road leading to the little lake, he saw, 
on the hiilier side of the mountain, a large piece of 
rocky ground, enclosed by walls. 

"That is the cemetery," eaid tlic curate. "Three 
months before he came — he, the first — to lie there, 
our dear friend was impressed with the e^'ils that result 
iVom putting grave-yarda aronnd ehuKshes, and, to en- 
force the law which requires that they shnll be at a given 
distance from all dwelling- houses, he himself ga\-e this 
piece of ground to the community. To-day we bnr*- a 
little cliild in it — beginning thus with Innocence and 
Viilue. la death, then, a recorapenae? Does God teach 
IIS a lesson when He calls to Himself two perfect liclnga? 
Is tlie trial of onr youth hy physical suffering, of onr 
manhood hy moral snfTeriiig, the way to Him? See, 
there is the rustic monument we are putting np to him." 

Genestaa saw a pyramid of eartli about twenty feet 
high, still bare, though the base ivaa paiLly turfed by 
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the busy hands of the villagers. The Fosseuse, bathed 
in tearSy was sitting with her head in her hands, on 
the stones which held in place a large cross made of a 
fir-tree with the bark left on. The soldier, read the 
following words cut in large letters into the wood. 

D. O. M. 

Here lies 

The Good Monsieur Benassis, 

The Father 

OF us ALL. 

Pray for Him. 

" Was it you, monsieur le curd," said Genestas, 
"who gave that inscription?" 

" No," replied the curate, " we have put the words 
that have been said and echoed from the tops of those 
mountains as far as Grenoble." 

Standing silent for a moment and then approaching 
the Fosseuse, who did not hear him, Genestas said to 
the curate : " As soon as I get my retirement, I shall 
come back and end my days among you." 
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PERE GORIOT. HoNOiti de Balzac. Translated. 
Boston : Roberts Brothers. 

In publishing a Iransiation of Balzac's " Pcre Goriot," the Bfiston firm 
undertaking the enterprise seems to feel that there is some doubt as to 
the success of the experiment, which includes, if the public approve the 
initial essay, the presentation in English of several of the great French' 
man's oilier works. Perhaps the alow recognition of Balzac's genius by 
the American and English public may be capable of inlelligible explana- 
tion. The magnitude of hts work is alone sulScient to repe! such as only 
look to French fiction for ephemeral sensation, while the seriousness of 
his purpose might intimidate those who imagined that he was didactic and 
therefore dull. But the lime shoiUd nmo be rife fir the ititrmiiictiott of 
Ea^ish-tpeaking peopli to ati author ■who by right of gtniui jtands alone 
among his coniemfararies, and Tnhose marvdlmis inawlidge of human na- 
ture, tutlle analvtic power, encyclopitdic Immii^, and brilliant descriptive 
talent Justify the daring comparison of his productive firct with fkttt of 
Hhakespeare. 

To understand Balzac thoroughly, indeed, he must be read in the 

original and as a whole. Selected pieces from the " Comrfdie Humainc " 

may convey a sufficiently clear apprehension, for the public, of his powers, 

but a careful study of that wonderful scheme throughout is indispensable 

real knowledge of his aim and scope. The " Comedie Humaine " is 

most remarkable work of its kind extant. It is not mere iiction. It 

as Balzac intended it to be, a faithful history of the France of his 
history so faithful and so detailed (hat were all other contem- 
porary literature destroyed, posterity could from this work reconstruct an 
exact and finished picture of Che age. In his general preface (which the 
American publishers have judidously prefixed to (heir translation of 
** F^re Goriot ") Che author gives some account of his plan. His aim was 
to do for society what Buffon had done for the animal kingdom. Since 
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sufferings are caused mainly by the influence of passions whose treatment 
demands a profound study of psychology, it is evident that the task of the 
novelist, or, as he might be better named, the social historian, must be 
much more difficult than that of the naturalist. 

Balzac, however, supported by that confidence in its own powers which 
so often characterizes genius, grappled boldly with this arduous undertak- 
ing. He was to write the history of his time, nothing extenuating, and 
setting down nought in malice, painting in their due proportions the vices 
and the virtues of the period, showing the springs that moved society, the 
passions that furnished motives to action, the meannesses, the magnanirai* 
ties, the rapacity, the self-sacrifice, the sensuality, the purity, the piety, 
the heathenism of his fellow men and women. His equipment for the 
work was splendid. His erudition was both extensive and curious. He 
knew not only common but recondite things. In science he had out- 
stripped his generation. In the " Com^die Humaine '* may be recognized 
the practical embodiment of evolutionary philosophy. The influence of 
the environment upon character and conduct is always insisted upon by 
him. And because he never loses sight of the natural processes through 
which character is moulded and changed, his characters possess a peculiar 
reality and vitality. To him they were indeed living, and the rare faculty 
by which, in the alembic of his mind, all the complex influences and 
agencies concerned went to form, complete, and vivify these creations, has 
endowed them with so strong an individuality that they live and move 
still for the reader. Nothing that belonged to Balzac's time escaped him, 
and he explored the obscurer lines of research as conscientiously as those 
more open and clear. Thus it is that there is to be found in his works 
references to what are now thought the supernatural theories of the day, 
and he has sounded the depths of mysticism with the same devotion 
shown in his pursuit of physical science. 

Critics have regretted that he had no high moral aim; but this regret 
seems to imply misapprehension of his purpose not less than error as to 
his achievements. His aim was to describe life as it wa» being lived 
under his eyes. That his tendencies were not debasing is shown by the 
striking contrast between his work and that of Zola. In the latter's writ 
ings the ugly, vile, and horrible is so elaborated, exaggerated, and kept in 
the foreground that it colors and characterizes everything. In Balzac 
there is not less realism, and nothing more graphic than his descriptions 
of the seamy side of life has ever been written. But there is no taint of 
lubricity and no suggestion of liking for the scenes so depicted. A 
sombre fire runs through all the pictures of low and vicious life, which, 
while enhancing the skill of the artist, moves to pity or indignation be- 
cause of the destinies so sadly fixed. Perhaps no better example of his 
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Myle than " Pire Goriot " could be selected, P4re Goriot is the Lear of 
modem sociely; and thougli the passions whtcli move the characteia ate 
fur the moat part sordid and base, the pathoE and power of the story are 
BO great, that even in translation the genius of the master is unmistakable. 
There is nothing in fiction more pitiful than the figure of old Gotiol, 
and the skill of the creator, which sets down all the defects and hmitatiuna 
of the hero, thereby accentuates his dcvotioD and the ignoble tragedy □{ 

Balzat^ however, never adopted the modem vice known as the " 

n " in dramatic management. There were no " slicks " in his c 

Every character is complete, intelligible, consistent, progressive. J 

either does he pad. From beginnii:g to end, save as regards his 

iBriptiona of things and places, every sentence has direct relation to 

vorking out of the plot. And as to those long and minute descriptions, 

^hlch have vexed some critics, they were written with the distinct and 

tvowed purpose of preserving faithful likenesses which should be of 

o the historian of the future. Nor are they tiresome, but often seem 

16 sharpen the realization of the story, und in all cases increase the gen- 

hil impression of fidelity to facts. The stylt of Babac is very nmitrfcabU 

'vils fKmitr. It is nervuns, full ef rupprissoi fire, sttggtsttng a brain sa 

fnlijic of thoughts that tht utmost care had to bt fxerrisid U prevent them 

from avercrtiiiding one annlhir. The eoucentrated farce of exprissum fri' 

fuenliy reminds one of Shakespeare, and bunts of marveUms impasiiened 

ttejiience — no/ of l/te frothy kind, but presenting truths deep as the centre — ■ 

at intervals fash out, adding to the sense of repressed volcanic pinner ■aihich 

pimades these ■warks. 

The detects of BaUac are those of his time and country. It is curious 

le he himself finds no really lofty female characters in English 

ven belillliog the heroines of Scott, and advancing the strange 

lat the neglect by Protestant peoples of the worship of the Virgin 

:red their standard of womanhood, — his own most ambilioui 

hypes o( piety and purity in woman exhibit less of his characteristic knowl- 

■ge of human nature than any of his other characters. ThF3type,in fact, 

■ appears to have described from pure imagination, with the result that 

B creations of this class are cold, unapproachable, abnormal, bloodless 

I beings, whose goodness does not impress us as meritorious, becauae they 

are essentially incapable of wrong-doing. In a word, he has filled Uji the 

vacant niche with conventional angels, only removing their wings. As to 

Ihc low plane of the ambitions which move so many of his characters, no 

doubt he would have said that he merely took the world as he found it ; 

that these were the prevailing ambitions, and that he could not make 

society better than it was. And doubtless there is much force in thia. 
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though it must be ac lino wl edged ihat the Fisnce of Balzax;*s 
almost as abundant material far satire as the Rome of Juvenal. 

Taking him at his own estimate, however, and accepting his view of ibe 
iJuticsof the novelist under the given conditionp, — a view, be it said, whii:)) 
is always open to doubt and dispute, — it is imposaible not to admine the 
depth of his insight and the marvellous scope and comprehensiveness of 
fais genius. The enterprise he undertook was gigantic, yet what he ac- 
complished was so monumeotal a work as to prove the justness of his 
mU- appreciation. Some day, perhaps, a complete translation of the 
"Comfdie Humainc " will be undertaken. Possibly the success i^ 
Messrs. Roberts' venture may induce them to extend their enterprise. 
"Cesar Birotteau," and one or two more of Balzac's stories, have been 
put into English already, though inadequately. There ought to be, in the 
United Stales and England, at the present time enough lovers of good liter- 
ature to make such an undertaking as a complete translation of this author 
remunerative. When we consider what massesof trash pour from mod- 
em presses, and what capital is employed in reproductions of so-called 
classics which have become rare and o!»cure because they deserS^ed obliv- 
ion, it seems reasonable to expect that Balzac would find purchasers if 
issued in the form sugge.'tted. 

Tht tranilatioH a/ "Fire Coriot" is very goaJ. ami Balxac is net t^t 
iatiest imther fa translalr. The publishers eaiinet de teller than la intmsl 
Ike metteSag volumes la the same cafahlt hands, and it iBeuld be anlyjustite 
t» Ike translaler to put his or her namt en the titlepage. Par it is a meritff- 
Hens deed to hirve turned into exrelleitt, Henmis English the fr&se ef this 
great Frenchman, whose fire and/eroer, clear sight aud power^ deseripiitti, 
when eoHtrasted with Ike average navel of t&e day, shine forth with redoublea 
splendor, and whose brillianl genius in tie analysis of human eiaraeUr eailt 
altegether into the shade the amateurish essays at psychologic fiction which 

' gravely spoken of in these degenerate times as the promising producliims 
9/ a nrm and higher school of literary art. 
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THE RISE AND PALL OF CESAB 
BIEOTTEAU. 






" ' CfisAR BrROTTEAU,' which is Ihe latest addition to the series of 
new translations of Balzac's novels, is one of the acknowledged master- 
pieces of modern fiction. It is strong in the best elements of Balzac's 
strength, and free from the objectionable atmosphere which is often in- 
troduced into his other stories. No other [lovel better illustrates Ihe 
marvellou9 accuracy and realism which Balzac attained in the reproduc- 
tion of personal idiosyncrasies, manners, habits, peculiarities of dress, 
and material surroundings. C^sai Birolteau is quite as real as (he man 
we are meeting every day ; a great deal more real than many of the his- 
torical personages of his own epoch. He is a typical representative of 
<tbe FrencTi ieiirgeiiis of Ihe period of the Restoration. Coming up to 
yaris from the Provinces in his youth, we see the stamp of the middle 
.dass upon his square tigure, his awkwanl gesture, his Independence, his 
narrowness, his impenetrability to ideas. After the wise and prudent 
Constance becomes his wife and co-worker we follow rapidly the stages 
by which the two attain a remarkable commercial success. We see Ihe 
honest, genuine, middle-class home life of Paris, with its limited 

itimcnts. Then comes the dream of ambition, the laud speculation, 
inevitable sharper, quite as quick-witted and villanous in France 
anywhere else, the collapse of the enterprise, the agonies of bank- 
rtuptcy, and the slow but sure return to solvency and honor. No 
book gives us quite so clear an impression, quite so vivid a 
;, of the life of the French shopkeeper, and of the sentiment 
of honor in all commercial transactions which is a matter of life 
'and death with him. Balzac portrays, with a marvellous fidelity, the 
soul Ihrongh which a man passes who loves his credit 
s his life, and to whom failure is practically death. I'here 
; motive underlying the story; and almost before we are 
aware of it, we find this narrow-minded /Hnirgenfs transformed into a 
veritable hero under our very eyes, and at the end he leaves behind him 
an impression akin to that of martyrdom." — Christian Union. 

" For the third of their scries of Baleac's works in English. Messrs. 
Koberts Brothers have fixed upon ' The Rise and Fall of C^sar 
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Birotteau.* In his pictures of bourgeois life Balzac is as accurate, as 
striking, and as sympathetic as when his scenes are courts and palaces, 
and his actors and actresses dukes and duchesses. All his types stand 
out with the clearness of portraits. Cesar himself, his wife Constance, 
his daughter Cesarine, Roquia the notary, Vauquelin the great chem- 
ist, the Claparone Cruchots, Du Tillets, and the rest, are finely cut 
individualities that bear the mark of nature and genius. Of plot there is 
little worth speaking of. The book might as truly be named the fall and 
rise, as the rise and fall, of Cesar Birotteau ; for, tragic as its close is. the 
image of the perfumer that it leaves on the reader's mind is that of a 
man infinitely superior to the successful trader of our first acquaintance, 
with his petty ostentation and paltry ambitions. The stroke of misfor- 
tune which tested him — a stroke of which Balzac well knew the force 
from frequent sad experiences — and his pretended friends and professed 
admirers, transfigured, while it killed him; and in the death of the honest 
merchant and righteous man we forgive and forget the foibles which had 
formerly hidden his true character from the world. Of the rich humor 
that lurks, like precious ore, even in the most serious seeming of Balzac's 
narratives, there is an ample store in * C^sar Birotteau,* and everywhere 
we have evidence of that scientific fidelity which he brought to bear on 
every subject that he touched. Even in discussing the huile cSphalique 
he is equally correct from the chemical and the commercial standpoint. 
Few writers have combined such breadth of view with such exactness of 
detail. In both respects, ' Cesar Birotteau ' is a masterpiece." — Montreal 
Gazette. 

" No single work of Balzac affords so clearly the clew to th« secret of 
his greatness, and but few manifest so fully the height and the range of his 
genius, as does 'Cesar Birotteau.' Given the materials that are here uti- 
lized, a newspaper-man would write some clever articles on finance, a legal 
reporter would compile a valuable tieatise on bankruptcy, and a contribu- 
tor to the magazines would pen a pathetic if not striking storj'. But 
Balzac with the magic of his power transmutes these crude data into a 
poem. Seldom is he so stern and unfaltering in his fidelity to the truths 
of nature a? in this work ; and yet, despite of this, nay, rather of this fi- 
delity, because of eagerness to grasp all the truth, he sees beyond the mere 
details of life, the Ideal hovering over and permeating the Real. The 
bare facts of existence have but poor significance and scant value if they 
be not seen as symbols of the higher and better things which they typify. 
Birotteau's failure, because of his parvenu ambition, his credulous spec- 
ulative spirit, and the malicious enmity of Du Tillet, is depicted with a 
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masterly hand. The conditions leading to il are identical in character, 
though differing perhaps in minor details, with those that obtained in 
these United States but a few years back, and still to some degree 
render our commercial classes no very enviable or desirable personages. 
But wherein Balzac manifests his unapproachable superiority over ihe 
Zolas and Daudets of our day is in the noble picture which he gives us of 
Birotteau and his family straining every nerve to pay all that is due every 
creditor, even after the settlement in the bankruptcy proceedings has 
been effected. True, as the mole-like among the Realists would assert, 
such examples of heroism are extremely rare. But just because they are, 
it is the duty of the poet to embody them in impressive works of art, so 
that humanity may be elevated to a plane where such nobility will not 
be rare. Such is the gospel of true Realism." — The American Hebrew, 

" Keeping in mind the plan upon which Balzac worked, — to describe 
all sorts of people, to depict life in all its varieties, to make, in fact, a 
social catalogue, constituting as complete and systematic a work in the 
natural history of men and women as might be made by the observer of 
ants or elephants, birds or fishes, — we have at least the comfort of study- 
ing different Parisian species, and of finding that, contrary to what might 
be — must be ? — presumed by the reader of * P6re Goriot,* there ar© 
some of the decent sort in the French capital. This narrative of a. 
bourgeois perfumer who adhered to the royalist cause, sixty years ago, 
gathered some money, was decorated with the cross of the Legion of 
Honor, began to speculate, grew extravagant, went up like the well- 
known rocket and came down like its stick, — this is a particularly clean 
story and study of life. The family of Birotteau is a charming group. 
His faithful, sensible wife, and gentle, pure-minded daughter are so 
different from the female creatures depicted in the two preceding books 
of this issue that we can hardly understand why, since they must have 
inhabited Paris at nearly the same time with the characters in ' Pere 
Goriot,' we got in that work not a single glimpse of them, and were 
forced to conclude there v/ere no such species. 

"But poor Birotteau himself is the best figure, because he ends honor- 
ably and cleanly. His death, after his recovery from insolvency and his 
reinstatement in credit, is a pathetic but true stroke of the novelist's art. 
And what is notable about it is that Balzac, in relating it, shows his 
appreciation of the moral dignity of Birotteau's recovery and exit ; he 
does not handle these incidents coarsely or cynically, but as sympa- 
thetically as one could ask. So, too, he sketches the characters of 
Popinot and Pillerault with a firm but gentle hand, and makes them 



4 CESAR BIROTTEAU, 

both win our Ateem. On the whole, it is a pleasing study of French 
life, and is made the more attractive by its dashes of cheerful humor.** 
— TVie American {Philadelphia), 

" The Balzac novel translated this time is * C^sar Birotteau/ It relates 
the career of a bourgeois Frenchman in mercantile life, and is one of 
the most powerful and realistic novels ever written in any tongue, with- 
out a shade of French immorality, and with an occasional dash of humor 
to enlighten those sombre pages that we expect in Balzac. The book is 
a striking contrast to its predecessor in the series, and exhibits effectively 
the Shakspearian range of the pen to which we owe it This series is a 
gratifying success, and there is reason for congratulation that it is likely 
to bring the complete works of Balzac to American book-shelves in so 
very adequate a translation.*' — " Templeton " in Hartford Courant. 

*' Balzac's ' Com^die Ilumaine ' is the only undertaking of its kind ever 
attempted. His intention was to give to posterity a true picture of 
French civilization of the first half of the nineteenth century. Anthony 
Trollope imitated him, only on a much smaller scale. Trollope's characters 
were mainly those who frequented the drawing-rooms of polite society 
and were never known to do anything bad, while Balzac's were, from 
every walk of life, and true representatives of the ' Comedy of Human 
Life.* Although he dealt with life as he really found it, yet his works 
have none of the vileness of the French novels of the present day. 
It is true he gave the darker side of life and painted it in vivid colors, 
yet in such a way that, instead of exciting the passions, it rather moves 
to pity. Every one of his characters have their part to play, and through- 
out his entire works there is not a dummy. His style is undoubtedly the 
most powerful of any novelist who ever lived, and his understanding of 
human nature equalled Shakspeare's. 

** The publishers of the present translations (Messrs. Roberts Brothers, 
Boston) consider the first three books they have issued as an experiment 
to he continued only by the demand that may arise. ' The Duchesse de 
Langeais/ ' P^re Goriot,* and * Cesar Birotteau ' have already been 
published, and it is to be hoped that the other books will speedily 
follow, for the translations have been made without losing any of the 
power of the original." — Times. 



One handsome i2mo volume, uniform with " Pcre Goriot '* and "The 
Duchesse de Langeais." Bound in half morocco. French style. 
Price, $1.50. 
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nullilude who wauld olherwiEe iiivg lacked nnite than a hniniy knowledte oT 
it! beauty. The Iraoiluieii of ilu norcU lo &r published by I he Meuni. RabcrW 

French u a language much eauer lo mad than Gemiaiii it ii a Car more difficult 
ta-^ to lum Freoch pmse into idiomalic English prore Ihan 10 60 the same by 
German, and we do Dot remember ever It) lave seen atiy Iranslalion of Freiieh 
inio English which ta » near being unifonnly idiomatic u iheie vewoiii nl 

" Not lo know Daliac, Mr. Robert Lwiii Slevenun has declared la be an 

ii ceniinly lo loie one d[ the bigbeBt iDlelleclual pleaauru and <b shut out one of 

thrnughoul M ol pavier." — SnwtOm Timii. 

novel!, publiihed by Ihlt well-known Bosum house. Hii ikeLches of chancier 
ve nowhere more etmng and maalerLy than in thia book, where he depicu the 
aiiaer, Grandet, in all the repuluvenesa which belonga 10 a narrow, jErasping, und 
unscFupiilout nature, in comnut with hb patient, long-sujlering, repreaied, but 
hilhrul and tender nfe. Their only child, Buefnie, i> tlie heroine nl the dnry: 



■kill and keen analyiis of nuHivet are aeen at their ben. We re^rrl thai Ihe 

deiervts ipecial comnandation in theae dayi, when » miiiy poor Iranilatkmt of 
IbtriBn works an offered to tlie public." — /'m'faiicf Prta. 

The London AlinutMiH nyc of the Iranilalion nf Baliac which Robene 
Brotliera are publishing, that it ta"very much above the average of EtiElisli 
tranglalion of French." 



ROBERTS BROTHERS, PuUishers, 



BALZAC IN ENGLISH. 



COUSIN PONS. 

• • 

" It it late in the day to itpeak of the genius of Balzac, but it is worth while to 
commend the reader to the admirable translation of a number of his works 
ts4ued by an American firm of publishers. The work of Miss Worme'ey, whose 
name dites not ap|)ear upon the titlepagc. but who is said to be the translator is 
deservinK of the hifthest praise. Ha rac s intensely idiomatic French, as well as 
his occasional treatment of recnndiie subjects, and his frequent elucidation of 
complicated biisinens transactions render the translation of his works difficult ; but 
the present translator ha!t turned the original into clear and fluent English, read- 
ing not at all like a translation, yet pretterving Balzac's vigorous and characteristic 
style- It in not only the best translation o( llalzac which we have, — which would 
not be high praise, since English versions of his novels have hitherto been few itnd 
fraguientarv, — but one o( the mo^t excellent translations of any French author 
which we nave met The publishers have laid the American readers under 
obligation both by undertaking the enterprise of ptesenting Lalzac in an English 
dress, and by their selection of a translator ; and it is n ost desirable that they 
should complete the work so well bepK'n by putting within the reach of English- 
speaking readers the remainder of that marvellous body of fiction, 7Ae CotnSdie 
HMmatMf."* — The C Aurvk Rfvietv. 

** * Cousin Pons * is the latest translation in the Balzac series row being issued 
by Roberts Kruthers, lioston. It is a strong story of liiendship and of greed. To 
all intents and purposes the narrative indicates a complete and perlect triumph of 
vice over virtue ; but vice is painted in such hirieous colors, and virtue is shown in 
such etfulgent beauty, as to make the moral well-ni^h ?we-inspiring. Balzac does 
not Slay the natural course ot events. He permits each character to work out its 
own results, and then makes the impression desired by comp;«rative methods. In 
this as in all his works, the wonderful writer manifests a familiarity with the 
ethics of life which has {gained for him the eternal remembrance and gratitude 
of a 1 readers ; and it is fair to presume that the Halzac now bein^ translated and 

}>ublished by the Roberts Brothers will revive his name and bnng again to his 
ieet the world of Englisli-sjicaking people" — .y/r/Wj^*-/// ^^/K^Z/fa//. 

** The last translation from Balzac Drought out by Roberts Brothers in their 
new and beautiful edition is one of the famous Frenchman's most oripiral stories. 
It is, in fact, one of the most extraordinary and original novels ever written, and 
only the mind of a genius could have conceived such a peculiar plot. The heroine 
of the novel — for whom the principal character sacrifices his comfort, his pleasure, 
and indeed his iife; for whom many other characters in the book sacrifice their 
honor; and around whom all the excitement and interest centres — is, strangely 
enouj;h, not a woman ; and yet this heroine calls forth the most ardent and 
passionate devotion a man is capable (»f, and her infiuence is elevating and not 
degrading. The manner in which a mania of any kind can absorb a man, body 
and soul, is wonderfully brought out in 'Cousin Pons;' for the heroine of the 
book is a collector of curios 

•' Those who have formed a hasty judgment of Balzac from reading the * Puchesse 
de Langeais' would do well to read 'Cousin Tons.' Balznc sees and depicts 
virtue as perfectly as vice, and it is his faculty of dercribin7 beauty as well as 
ugliness wliich has made him famous. The delicacy ot i erception which enab ed 
him to perceive and describe every shade of feeling in 'Cousin I'ons* aid to 
appreciate the nobility of Schmucke's character is the chic*" characteristic of 
genius. The reader must read all the * Scenes from Parisian Lite ' to have any 
full conception of Balzac's greatness. His breadtji of vision, his dramatic j ower, 
his searching analysis of the most transient emotions, and his quick percfptions of 
beauty, are all evident in 'Cousin Pons.' It is an interesting, exciting novel, a 
perfect piece of literary execution, and a story which is, if sad, neither coarse nor 
im m oral . " — Boston J 'ra nscript . ^ 

One handsome i2mo volume, nniform with " P^re Goriot," 
*' Diichessc dc Langeais," " Cesar Birotteau," ** Eugenie Grandet." 
Bound in half morocco, French style. Price, $1.50. 

ROBERTS BROTHERS, Publishers, Boston. 
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